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To my beſt Friend and 


courteous Coſen Mr. Ben- 


jamia C50k all good wiſhes. 
SIR, 


==: Our candid [ncerpretari b- 
1-2} | ons of theſe conceirs le- 
= yerally, hath animated 
mee toagleaning them up roge-. 
ther, and betrat'd you to a Dedi- 
cation . they lay, One proſunt fin- 
geula, multa juvant. Nor 1s 1t un+ 
uſuall for men of my condition, 
in this nature, to repend the good 
nature of cheir munikhcent friends 


A2 Hows £ 


4 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


} However, did my ſtarres pro- 

{ mile mee any other requite, This 

{ riding barke ( ballanced with 

} ſcarce any thing bur ſand and 
{tones ) ſhould to the fortune of 

| the doubtfull waves - without a 

| Palinure:in hope,cither theſhores 

| would protect the ſhallow, or 

| the deep drownit, out of ſight, 

| and time, out of minde. I con- 

| feſleI can look upon it, no other- 

{ wiſe then a degree of impudence, 

| to obtrude that upon your patro- 

| nage which I my ſelfe have ſcarce 

| confidenceto owne : Nevyerthe- 

{ lefſe, deigne it your accept, ſince, 

| though you inde in it(probably) | 
| nothing good,you may yet aſſure | 


your 


e Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
your ſelf of the good will , and } 
good intents of him, that reſolyes * 
to leave nothing unattempted, 
might any wayes render him 


SIC, 


Your moſt gratefull ſervant, 


M. STEVENSON. 


Wnt en on gt 
| 
READER. | 


H wwe he drawn up, a Poetick par- | 

ty of Pegaſean pulfries in the new Ar- | 

tillary ground of this book,, which as | 
they now ſtand in cloſe order, under the co- | 
| lous, and command of the Book-binder t\ 
| ſeem no leſſe unanimous , then uniform:; 


bat upon 4 liitle examination, you ſhail 
finde them Pro and con, round and roy= 
all,and like the Cadmean Upſltarts ſhea- | 
thing their we a pons 1 ach others entrails, 
' MAſanyof them T muſt tel! you are Ama- 
zonian Archers fighting under the banner 
of their winged Gener.!!;, Others under the 
careleſſe flaggs of fancy for the merry halfe| 
Crown?s : Aqua Venus Teucris, 2al-| 
Jas Inq na ruit. Others are at their gant 
and wall in themſelves with the ſtoncs of 
Il. their o>durate hearts, of whom the Poet 
{- ſazes. Et dicamilices p:&vs habere. 1f) 
P gou chance (as Ican not hope but zou will) | 
E/11.cr| 


- 
: 


either in mine or the Printers overſight 
| anect ſonre lame Souldicrs, I kope they ha i 
| Ukewiſe meet yeur charity. For the times F 
berng like themjeives ' humonrſome , they * 
ſeerve to promiſe me ſome approve 5 provi- 
ard the Proverb hold true, Like tolike. 
Ent what need T feare to monnt that brain 
fick ſtage where even lyes and Libells un- 
acr ihe new fangled notion of news, paſſe 
as currant as our coine, for my part , 
T am not ſo in love with ny owne.- ſea- 
;} thers,as to think them worthy a terſe eave, 
or an ingenious eze + Nor doe Tyet ſo ab= 
| dicate tay owne ability , but that T judge 
my panes, as much above Jour contempt 
as beneath your envy. 


ETo the Author my very |. 


loving ( of. Mr. M. Stevenſon. 


Of. I ronfeſſe, and thou knowſt 1 am one | 
Tat never yet had taſk of Helicon, | 
Tet thoſe looſe ares that 1 did lately glean | 

' From the full Harveſt of thy fruitfall pen, 

1 here retarne thee; knowing the ſo kinde | 

T hows wilt my love : ana not my language |\ 
minae. | 

Truſt mee Coſ. this courſe paper I deſigne | 

Nt as a grace, but ſole toſet off thine. 

For I am certaine theres no eare ſo terſe 

But will be raviſht With thy ſmoother verſe, 

But hold; 1 muſt thy juſt applanſe refraine 

For that ,- Part of my bloeud runu*s inthy 
Veyne. , 

Tet they will pardon this poore G od a mercie, 

T hat nete how many Poems point at bo 


R. C: 


F To the inimitable Poet , M 
honourd friend, 


| TheeAUTHOR, 


Ut muſt I pen thy prayſe my neble friend 

I 64% wy a taik would never have an 
end. 

Ide have thy golden Poems writ in Gold 

T hy names g1 eat title in fames liſt enrold. 

Virgill zo more ſhall Prince of Poets be 

But thon ; Hee s but a petty Prince to thee. 

Ile te the grove where freſheſt Laureats grow 

And plat a wreath my ſelf to crown thy brow, 


H. A. 


—— _—— — 


met, 


To my: Ingenious friend , the 
AV THOR, 


A A muſt 1 adde my mite Deare Steven- 
| {on, 

| 1 know thin wilt accept it, well? tis done, 
Faith I can't! white 1 thy lines read ore 

| Whether 1 levee | Or admire the more. © 


Thy . FP 


* * hy books not fraught With tales of Robin 

v 00d, 

But lofty fancy, By the Lord tit good: 

WW” Thy ſweet-lippt Muſe wot ample teſt doth 
i; guve, 


' Of highevents,and I [ay let her Live. 
N. B. 


Tomy moſt eſteemed friend, 
TheAV THOR. 


T#/ me no more of Withers wilde abuſes 
Thy book a thouſand times more wit produ- 

ces, 
, Withers ball wither, whilſt thy bayes are ſeen 
. Like Daphnes Chapplet of immertall green: 


| ſp - © 


Pm ——— — cc —__—_ 


- 


To his 'very good friend 
The AV THOR. 
"Rp 


ſpe | 


63 


1muſt confſſe 1 once was one of thoſe 
Did both ſuſpet thy poefie,and proſe. 
But having read thee too, as Well as it 
1am thy Wwittneſſe, t'was thine owne pure witt,' 
Ard therefore ſhall even for thy ſake alone 
(onclud, Minerva weares a colour'd gowne, 


R.D. 


In Honorem Author is. 


Ne that 1 think that thy Aonian wine - 
Ha s any need of this poore buſh of mine. 

But that in ſome ſmall meaſure yet 1 myght | 
E xr peſſ the love 1 owe thee, 1 muſt writ | 
And prayſe thy fluent fancy that atteines bt 
To that with eaſe, which ethers can't with pains. * * 
Many of theſe thy Poems did 1 ſee 513M 
Drop from thy ready pen Ex tempore. q bs 
| And fly, cal'd Occaſt ons of 5pring wa Y/; 7 / 


"2 


Fer the TY Wl of time flew not more faſt ©: we 
| Did the conceit come even twixt Cup and Lih. ny 


, It was thine owne occaſion could net ſlip 
| xwhence Ime convinc'd that poetr?'s a ſpirit, +. © 
which except heaven infuſe» n9ne can inherit, if 


Thine yea.thine - * -* 
T: He... 


of 4 | | had >. 4 Ad yt Wd 4 bo: YO ro Thy 
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Occaſions Off-ſpring. 
OR, 
POEM S., 


Upon ſeverall Occaſions. 


_ —_ —_ 


— CT — 


To Her that loves me. 


Q Way with fond Hyperbolies, . 

IF, Sublining duſt co Deities. | 

I purpolc bur ro ſay yare faire, 

As Envic nuſt confels you are: 

If you were nor; you ſhould notth're 

My praiſe, ſhould knees couch your. 
(dchre, 


- 


| But you are ſo, which to deny 
Can be no leſs then Hereſie, 

| Doubrlefs the Qeen of beauty was, 

| Bur like your ſclt ſome peerleſs Lafs: 

Till by her Cyprian Zelors ſhe 

} Mounted rhe ftile of deirie, 

Had you liy'd then, I really do 

Pceſume yhag been : Godgels roe, 


2 ) 
For in. your features men may ſte 

The God of Loyes arcillary 

Your curling Tretle, isallthe bow 

The wanton wars with, here below. 
His fire-locks roo, the world eſpy, 
Preſented in your ſparkling eye: 
Your fame's his Frunpcr, and men ſcek 
His Banner in your baſhfull check, 
Your pearly rows at cvery ſmile, 
Like Cadmus Trooys ſtand ranck and file, 
It then fo fair a front appear, 
Doubr not, there*s ſom*whar in the rear: 
Bur tis nor fir we further look, 
Since Nature's plea+'d ro ſhut the book; 
Howere | hope 1 ſh#nt diſplcaſe her, 
To gueſs whar I ſee not hid rreaſure. 

| Nil non L.:ndavile vial, 


— 


To #y Coy Charola. 


I 


Ou canngt loye; for ſhame 
Y com : bluſh your ſelf into a p:znitent flame: 
Docs th. choice flowre reſt 
Becauſe the taireſt no, enjoy' that lif;; 
Or the cye-raking fruit, 
Pliad nor yer ripe? away, there r.ceds no 
Why women are as truly ours, (luir, 
To be enjoy d as fruir, or flowres, 
But cis our fault 
Tihz: we exhalr | 
Fhcm logthat they rebell againſt our powres 
Come 


of 
»*. 4 


— c— 


F393 


| 
PeT* 


Cone, come, yet l affe&t yee, (yee 
If you can't love again ; Let me direct - 

'Tmay be "cauſe you are fair, 

And levigable as the downy aire; 

You ſtand upon't, y ill nor yeeld, 

Burt Phcoenix-like your [elf will build, 

Do ſo, and then | 

Repent agen; (fair fic)d, 

When Autumne hath poſlcſ.'d your own 


3, 

U: oh beheld 1 woo 

VVho ſhould command, 1 beg and 
My Chargla adwires, (glad on't roo, 
SIncc the is Ice, I ſo complain of fires, 
Had the a flaming Dart, (cold heart, 


' She would improv't to warm her own 


Ah me, docs not Dame nature ftint 

Her flame-begerting ſpat ks to flint? 
Pray do bur feel 

The Nton«=cold ſee]; 

And if you can lay there's no fire within'r, 


Bur ah my vaine complaint ! 
My Oblcquics attend a ſcornfull Saints 

Water by dr: pping ofc 

Is wont to make the hardeſt marble ſoit; 

Burt my moiſt eyes procure, 

No gentlenes,but rather make obdure, 

But I have done my do, for 1 

Find all things nzecte a. milery, 


(.4 ) 


*And tof ſurvive 
In vain I ſtrive; 
Since I have ſeen an Ange), I myſt dye, 3: 


>L 
How dye ? why ſo, did not 


'' The Queen of Beauty on Adonis dote? | 
| And Paris confident cyes, 


Survey the features of three Deities? 

Ah bur far more divine, 

Is my faigSainrt then Pays triviall Trine: 
Whom while 1 court, my hopes bur reare 
A fancy'd Caſtle in the Aire, 

"Not unlike thoſe 

That do ſuppoſe 

Their wiſh cfteRed in a falling Star, 


Credo equidem nec vana fides geitus efſe | 
dearum. 


_  _— OO ——— 
—- — _— > woA_—_— , 


Love-fick Lucilla to her nnkinde -. 
Shepheard. 


| ANd muſt I dye?ar:d muſt I dye for love? 
For love, that makes me like the Gods aboyc? 
1fI muſt dye, what need theſe flames? belike 
You'l execute me as an Herertique | | 
Bur Momus teach mea new A,B, C. 
If firm, and fairhfull love be hereſfic: 
If dearh muſt be the-doom of love ; pray what” 
Shall be the ſentence of noyercall hare? 
Tf zealous loyc merit a mortall curſe, 
' Sure hate, a cold devorion merits worſe, 


. 


(5) 


Yet how unjuſt is this?ſtories relare 

Many that dy'd for love, but none tor hate, 

Is there no Herbthat may my greits remove, 

| --,No Antidote *gainſt rhis hot poyſon Love ? 

Pirty yee Gods, pity my youth, and beauty, 

Sce how each Organ buckles to his duty. 

Cannot my prayers; cannet my tears prevail 
Whar, ſhall n:y fighs, my ſobs, my groans all ſail? 
Where is the Siſters thritt that goes abour 

To cut my Thread cre it be half drawn our >-- 
Lect me bur ſce the twylight of my age, 

| And then perſue the utmoſt of your rage: 

Why was Lucina preſent at my birth, 

Whilſt the propirious Gods promil*d me mirth? 
Why came glad Hymen with his Tapour lighr 

To mock me with the hopes of nuprtis}! night + - 
And why was Vcus then aſcendent; why 

_ | Didall the Graces grace me fince I dye ? 

e' Burwhilel] thus in vain urge my complainr, 

I looſe my breath, Ah-me I fainr, I faint, 


Deficiam payvi temporis adde movaws-- 


— — —— —__—_ A 


| To Abſiemia; 


TI. 


Never wat in love, 

Nor will be for wy parc, 
] never felt the Archer moye; 
Alas he has no dart 
Or elſc nocyes to hit my heart, 


B 3 


(6) 


-— 


A N4 yet doth love I yow, 
In this my boſome reign; 
"vt 1 proteſt *cis not with you; 
Pardon me, Sir, tell you plain, 
Tis with DPiena's Maiden train, 


2, 
AN4 though } lend an care 
When you preſent 'your Dirty, 
Preſume not j aft:& your geare, 
Or you, that would ſccm witty; 
Good faith tis not in loye, but pitty, 
£ 


Ence then poor flatterers, 

J am, and will be free: 
Like thoſe Celeſtiall Choriſters, 
Ne hugg my liberty; 


*-. Tis that, and only that pleaſe me. 


—_—_—_— 
a. — 
 — er —— 


Phyllis Fzrcrall. 


Cen now my Lambs'your {clves addreſs 


Unto_your dying Shepheardeſs, 


Youy appetites awhile adjourn, 
And pay your duty to wy Urne, 
In life my flock) tollow'd thee, 
Ihdeath | prethee follow me, 


Ceme therefore twenty Lambs in black, 
In white twice rwenty at their back, 


1” » 

l " + - 
g 6 -4aS LY : 
"_——_ 4 I» L 


# 
K 


Twelve? 


4 4 
RY 


(F.) 


Twelve ſable Ewes like Widows peore 
Shall as my mourners go before 

Six Weathers ſhall my bearcurs bc 
Arraid in Negros Liveric, 

As dark as night, and fix ogaine, 

As white as wooll ſupport my train? 
With ſilver tipps Ict every horne, 
Our ſad and ſelemne ſtate adorne, 
Creſcent as Pkxbes, let cach frunt, 
VVear a freſh Cypreſs wreath upon't 
Ler no rude 1ufler here be ſeen, 

Nor bloody read ; Bur flouriſhing green, 


Lamb black,and pureſt whice, Thcletluce, 


Summe up my perteR Elegic, 
The black(my Lawbs)doth fignihe 
My lole of life : your lolle of mee, 
The white does unto you relate 
My innocence : and Virgin ſtate, 
The green does to the world proclaime 
My life in wy immortall fame, 
Now let mee ſhew yee my intent 
In my laſt Will and Teſtamenr. 

Firſt I this berter p2rt of mine 
To the Elizian ſhades reſfigne 
And whence I had it,l bequeath 
To the next aire my borrew'd breath 
Fire ſhall again have what it lent, 
And water to her Elemenr, 
Shall have recourſe, Alli} all rerurne, 
My aſhesalſo romy Urne: 
In the next place | here diſpence 
Unto my Lambs my innocence, 
Morcover 1 afſigne to them 


The graſs green Meadow Jaft nights dream 


Preſcnted mee, My Ramms are they 
Shall haye my Cornucofia. 
= Ba 


diem _ 


(8) 


Itern,.l leave my Virgiu Zone 

Unto the Bud as yet urvblown, 

My Purple Veynes reſign to you 
Sweet Violets their azure hue, 

My bluſhes to the Roſe l give 

My white ſhall in the Lilly live; 

My golden Tretles thall repoire 

T he ruines of loſt Maiden hair, 

My Globes of light after this lite 

Shall wait on Phebus and his wife, 
My lofry my Maj=Qtick front 

| {cave to J'das ſublime Monr, 

Tac Cherry, or the Ruby rather 

] he rinQure from my lips ſhall gather, 
This breaſt oppoſing rh'other, purs 

Me ſoin mind of Cupids Burs, 

I caenot bur to him demiſe 

The place fo fir for exerciſe, 

Laftly (ſuch as they wont receive) 
Mine armes I ro embraces leave: 

And now yee know what my laſt will is, 
Farewell my Flock, ſay farewcll Phillis; 


Pleno fineuitibus ore, 


2 —— - = _ 7 
—— > m— 


A young Gentleman ts his Lady , who 
lookt upon him as too immature, 


MADAM, 


] Love you , ſhould FEnot do ſo, 
I weis an Anchoritc and my Breaſt i';e Snow 


©1342 
« - 


Wt, 


| 1 muſt confeſs theſe early years of mine 


— 


(9) 

Yes þ do love, and humbly here commence 
AﬀeRion uſhererd in with-Reverence, 
Deigne bur your-lilly hand , No bold deſire 
Shall wing up my ambition any __ 
Nay if that be roo much, let me delery 

My rudeneſs chaſtiz'd is your ſcornfulleye. 


May look on, but not love Women nor Wine: 
Not love ſayd I > who can bur lovea face 
So winning unleſs of Deucalzons race? 

Yet while 1 love and in my breaſt enſhrine yee 

It don't to pitty, bur contempr incline yee, 

Nature will lend my lip a cloak, And than 

I may profeſs, 1 want not zeal, though man: 

My ſtatures ſmall, And Cupid cannot fnd 

Me yet; Shrubs looſe th' advantage of the winds 
Yet ſhould I loye thus young, I might produce 

Such preſidents would warrant my excuſe; 

And yours too, Saphs ſum'd up all her joy 

In the embrace of 2 Cicilian boy 

The Queen of Greect loy*d Theſens bur a Lad, 

And Cythayea her Adonis had, 

Nay, Love himſelf that God, is bur a Child, 

Shall I then be for want of years exil'd ? 

Yea I haye heard fair Damſels ſay, In truth , 
Of all that love,give me the ſmooth-chin'd Youth. ©* 
True I am young,and-thence I dare approve ©, 
My non-acquairtance with the llig hrs of loye, pL 
You are that wounded me che firſt, and gl; ** 7 
Blame me not then that conre at the frfteall;* 7 


INT 


. 
«3 
eatY "Y 
. - 
ct, 22 


To Amabunta. "ks 3» 


LI Ur doft belcive- in faich that 1 
Lov'd hes ? ſaith tho 4 belciv'fta lye, | 
A - i* . Ezting Go 24 


» &» 


( 10) 
Extinguiſh therefore thy deſire 

Ere it becomes unruly fire, 

For thy flamzs work but the ſame way 
With mee as the hot Sun on clay. 
No thou muſt rake thy heeles,and flee, 
1t thou wouldſt have mee follow thee, 
Fugts inſequar, 


—_— —— — _— — " — 
m_—_ _ 


To Sua via. 


NO: love you, whom rhe world confcls 
[he miracle of pretrinefle? 

Thar were an humour to diſguile 

My reaſon,and betray my Eyes: 

Noe,noce, without diflimulation 

Your beauty is roo ſtrong temptation b 

Had I nor tound you the rare thee, 

Y'had liv'd unlov'd, unmov'd by mee; 

I cannot court a common face, 

Enricht with enly one poor grace, 

A forchead handlome, ſmooth, and. high 

A lovely Lip,or Chin, or Eyc: 

3urt pardon Syuavia if I Love 

You, In-wbom all theſe graces move 

Deigne then one gentle ſmile on mce,, 

Who will your conſtant Umbra be, 

So long as either | have eyes, 

Or you have wherewith to ſurprize, 

Chooſe Midam then which you think beſt, 

Eicher hard fayour or ſ{cfr breaſt, 


_ att fatien nutes, aut ne fs dura nec.fe eſt, 


WE 


——. 


—— 


An Anſwer to the Song call'd faire 
Archybella to whoſe eyes.&C. 


My deareſt, 


Rebybella's Eyes 
ES A 1 hough nere ſq faire ſhall not deſpiſe 
Bur owne thy loyall ſacrifice, 


2. 


Suppoſe her cruell, And a while 
Hir frownes like midnight,day cxile 
Tis noon again,if you bur ſmile, 


3+ 
Wee like our lodging and prorcſt 
, So you provide a faithfull breaft 
To yow olir ſelf your conſtant gueſt, 


4+ 
Nor need you feare fince you imparr, 
Your wounds ſo freſh but we have art 
And Ballam roogto eaſe your ſmarr. 


' 


G : 
Ler not a thought that death may give 
Moleſt thee, doubt not thou to live, 
If !milcs or teares may but repriye, 


6, 


Dread not my deare ſo dire a doome 
Forbid ir heaven the hower ſhould come, 
That thou ſbcu'dit ſuffer Martyrdame, 


o ( 12) 


— —— 


The Anſwer to Well-well tis true, &c, | ( 


— —  C———— ————__ — ——— 


I, 
A 7 E11; well tis truc, That I have loy'd a foo! 
and ir is you : 
Bur fince I plainly ſee 
Whilſt Þ in picty lend a fmile, 

You make me conſcious all the while 

Ot your Idolatry, 
le henceforth ſquib _ Wildfire flames and 
The adoration of an Aſs ( icorne 
Ss : So. fooliſhly forlorne, 


Ay 


Come, com*. be wiſe and dally nor with Ladies 
(charmfull eyes, 

The Magazine from whence 
Love armes himfelf, the Stars I ſay 
Are. bright.and pow'rfull reo, but they 

Have no ſuch influence, 

We fer us down in Titans glittering ſhine, 
Reciprocating beame, for beam 

Where Stars their heads decline, 


3. 

Whilſt yee like fools to deifie us pump and dreine: 

For an, Hyperboly: (your Schools 
Preſuming that yee highly pleaſe 
Oar Sex to llile us Goddelles, 

Alas we know yee lye 

VVe are bur fleſh andþlood though our bright eyes 
Surprifing your infaruatc. ſenſe 

Tec deem us Deir'es, k 
Burt 


(1138 —IY 
BY: fince that Fate has drawn me to the trouble” 
Ve not my labour looſe (of thy praveinu 
For Il'e make uſe of thine own plot ? 
"To let thee know I love thee not, 
W<cll,or ill rake ir,choole, 
And therfore Ile go ger me a new bar, 
To rid my Chamber of ſuch Apes 
Sugh Toyes as Sutors are, 


Th 


FJ-- 
GO loye your wine,and all your Muſes, nine and} + 
nd ks (ninc times nine. © 1 
So you will not Isye we . 
For me I love my Dog, my Cat 
Nay I would love I care not what 
Soirt may nor be thee _ 
Love you your laughing and your quaffng Creyp -.. 
es 4 1 love my Country and my King * 
þ But hate ſuch fooks as you, : 


— = 
— — > 


. & 


The Virgin Canticle to Gerrard, 


; I, 4 
AVane yee falſe Intruders that my Chamber hane = 
' Good faith I can'r | 3 


- R 


No nor will nor liſten to your loye: p 


ru No more will J rkough you would give me all your © 

ad Unbolt my door (fire WW 

You do bur rocks and ſenſeleſs marble 

. (move 7 

4 For well, yea too too. well ] can your perjur'd flo- + 
Sy There's no faith refts _ rytell 


In mens falle breaſts; 
Therefors farewell, farewell, 
113-0 


— 1 top, E 
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(14) - 
2, 

2Fis true, I was ſo fooliſh once as to Loye you, 

| Bur nowl ruc 

5 I ever yeilded untoſuch an ague. 

® Burt yer, I'de have you know my friend though 1 did 
One burnirg kit (get 
I had another cold enough to plague you, 

For I who was all fire,am new congeald into all ice 

; V Vhence you may find, 
Though 1 was kinde, 
I can be merry and wile, 


3. 


The willow thou thinkſt rormenrs me but alas poor 
Ask but my Pillow ( fellow 
If ir can witneſs ere a ſigh I fercht, | 

Or that on my bed-fide as in a dreame I late, 
Moaning wy fate, 
Or out vi melancholly my ſelf ftreachr, 

Je warrant thee wy boy thou't find all circum- 
That maidens too ( ances prove 
As well as you 


Can with diſcretion loye | 


And now I do intend to run through Lovers row 
As wellas you 
And traſt the ſweerneſle of variety, 

For I ſuppoſe there's ſore ſweer ſweet in it or yee 
V Vould never bz 
So much addiccd tv inconfſtancie, 


ER. ae es Ss ed... .4 


Therefore 


f 


(15) | 
| Therefore le ſer and ſc the meſſes uſherd in 'by 
And taſt of this % (ſcgr 
And that fine diſh ; 
To the hundred and fiftith courts 


F. 


In vaine thou temptſt mee Pa/is whar,wouldft thou 
Forſworn againe be faine 

Alas 1 yalew not thy threadbare Oathes, 
Goe finde ſome other tame foule for I have no 
T* embrace the wind (minde 
No, nor thoſe vowes thou purſſt of with thy 
(cloaths 
If yet thoudfi have me , loye thee then 1 prethee 
For I proteſt (nere come to mee. 
I love thee beſt | 
When th ou art furtheſt from mee 


The Choice; 


Is not thy tubie Lips; nor Rofic Checks , X 
In which my heart a full cententment ſeckes 
{ Tis not the treaſure of thy golden rreſſes, 

That makes me rich , or challenge my Carefes 
Nor yet thy Fght-diſpe:fing eyes though they, 
Be the true Piic{phars of the breakirg day, ' 
Should I ſerve kcourics obvious tothe eye 
Pigmaleons Narue then would lee the vye. 

Ang 1 wig} r wel! (if I ſhould ceaſe ro range,) 
Advantage my aft ior at the change. 

Bur 1 eye ſuircd ar a nobler rate, 
Thu to court painr; Beautics.inaiiy ate, 


In. _ 


ad 4. - 
T4 op 


( 167) 
© Jo ſumme therc's nothing our-fides can impart, 
Bath power to make a conqueſt on my heart, 
us ) love you, whoſe beauty Ri1l I find 

index to the beauty of your mind, 

X ou are the Pcarl that higheſt yaluc win, 

F Being faire without, and cordiall within, 


—  — 


Tomy Coy and Captions Miſtreſs, 


.FLe court my ſhade no more, bur fice 
From jr, and make it follow me; 
Nor ſhall the lofty Cedar bough 
To the baſe Bramble, tis too low. 
Ie kneel no more © uvgrateful Thiflles, 
= Nor liften re each Bird thar whiſtles: 
*” J2,haye forgot you, and tv day 
1 did make Ortes of better Hay, 
” 1fheyd thee once, but, now my ſcorne 
-* Shall rriumph over rhce forlorne: 
- Ile wrap my front up in diſdain, 
Nor ſhalt thou-it uncloud again, 
& No,though one careleſs ſmile would ſave 
©; Thy caſt-of carkals from the grave: 
& Thy tears, and prayers aud looking wan 
VVere butto walh an Indaz. 
- Nay, wert thou fair as thou art nor, 
| Thou ſhouldſt not move my breaſt ene jot: 
F  Nerwould I love thee one half hour, 
— Thonglkfborh the Indies were thy Dower: 
Though all rhe Saints ſhould bleſs thy face, 
© Thou, ger'ſt nor hencetorth one embrace: 
= 1 harecthine eyes, and rather would 
#2: A Baſilixk ſhould mx behcla, 


my — 
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(17) 


— 


To Pulcher1a. 


Ur tell me will not Gold move thee ? 
Art thou'more hard than Danae ? 
V Vhai>will theſe peerleſs Pearls, theſe Gems \ 
— | Theſe Kubics reacht from Diadems , 
Advance me no ftep to thy love? 
Ie try if triviall roycs may move, 
'T may bethis Lilly or that Roſe 
YVin her acceptence more then thole, 
Yes much atone, alas I ſhould 
Burt tempt an Indian with my Gold: 4 
Her locks are the true golden Fleec, 
Medea ſhew'd her love in Greece; 
And what from Rubies hope I? ruſh 


_— 


Her lips will make the Ruby bluſbt BY > 
VVhichifa ſmile ſhould chance to ſeyer, (42 
You firair ſhall ſee ſuch Pearls as never '2 
Nature yer boaſted, as if ſhe 
Had only this one Treaſurie, ) 1." 
| And as for Gems, what ſparks can flic y 
| Se bright as thoſe ſhot from her cye? 
| Lillics alas avail nor much, T 
| Her body is all over ſuch: x44 
| And what's a Roſe?finee her Checks bear We $3 


A 7ue of Roſes all the year, 


na IO ®* —__— 


LOVE Blindor mot blind,” *;, 


0 CET moan, 


I. 'S 
\ We makes you think that Loye is blind; © ©: 
ſi | Sincc he dycls in the oye. © 
4 Irather 4 £ 


ol 
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(18) 

ther the contrary finde 
In all my ſcrurinie, 

dr I in love had never been 

d not mine eyes the obj:& ſeen, 


2. 


And all the world in this agree 
Love is a flaming fire 
If then a fire, nay flame ir be 

What need we more deſire, 
Toproye that Love may haye his hgh's 
From that which regders all things light. 


Zo , 


Tell mee not that Obſuſca was 

Born blind, yer lov'd en truſt, 
Admir the fable; yer alas 

Ir was not loye, bur luſt. 
For ſhee muſt have it underſtood, 
Though nothing elſe,hir fecling's good, 


4. 


Bux you will ſay where ſtood his eyes 
| T hart choſe ſo courſe a wench, 
As Bab fince men meer ſuch a prize 
On every common bench; 
This will be his :ctort againe, 
What's one mans meart's an others bane, 


F. 
Here's one a horſe face courts whoſe weight 
Hee knows will come in Gold. 


(19) 
nd ſo he have the mony ſtraight, 

Let her be crooked, old 
play-foot, blind, beetlebrowd,and lame, 


'* 


3s he ha's that for which he came, 


6, 


Turne but your eye and you ſhall ſee 
"ape ann hnger itch, 

To be ewrbtacing ſuch a ſhee 

| Is neither taire nor rich, 

Ask but his reaſon and ris this 

My minde to me a Kingdom is, 


7. 


Thus one loves far an other leanc, 
This his meart ſalr, that frefh 
This a fat Capon, that a Hen 
This man loves fiſh,that fleſh, 
Thus all their humours have, and now 
| Heres the good woman kiſt hez Cow. 


| 8, 
| Who beares the fault now but the boy 
| T he wanton boy torſooth 
He wirh.ol1d women uſe to toy, 
And teach them tricks of youth, 
Thus from our ſelves we till remove 
| Our dotage to the god of Loye, 


/ 


9. 
Whom falſely fools call progeny 
ulcan od of fire, 


(20) 


JF ir were ſo then he muſt be 


Prodyomius to his Sire 
For out of doubt he LOVE did know, 
re he came inte Cuckholds row. 


I ©. 


FT Hcn let not hollow'd Love bear blame 


For humane fantaſy: 
Loye is a pure eeleſtiall flame 
Heaven and Earths Mercury. 
Diffus'd on Mortals, let us hence 


$. Hccuſe the Organ, nor the influence, 


II, 
(Cn any yer be ſo unwiſe 
To think Leye blind thar can 
Create an Argss hundred eyes, 
To guard a Curtcſan, 
VVhom if you ſec you may eſpye, 
Enthten'd in every ſparkling cye. 


I2. 


P®Þa3y which of you can ſhoor ſo right, 


As he whom yee call bling; 
He ſticks his Arrowsin the white | 

Sure then he cyes muſt find, 
Should you a Dart at any throw, 


Twere burt the blind man hit the Crow, * 


I2, 
Yeaare lurpriz'd with each fair face 
VVith every dimpled Chin, 


: 
Po” 


This 


[Th 


(21) 
This comly feature, that fweer grace 
Are ſnarcsto trapyee ins 
VVhar think.yee then, nor love,I wits 
Bur yec,are 6apti,oculis, 


| 


A longing Lady to her long-ſtaying 


Lover, 


VVice twenty times hath Titan run his courſe 
Eon th* orientall, ro the VVeſtern ſourſe: 
Since laſt I ſaw ycu. can ene parting kiſs 
Suſtain me ſuch-an age ofjnighr as this: 

How I am yackt in thy unkind delay ? 

Come my ſweet Phoſphor, come and bring the day, 
Sorrow and ſolitude 1n this ſmall ſpace 
Haye hgur'd age on my Hermetick face, 
Go happy Paper be my Mercury, 

And having kift his hand bring itro me, 
| That I may be-thy Rivall; cell him 1 
Maſt ſee him ſoon, or in deſpair Idye. 
And if he come not; 1 ſhall plainly fee 
He's out of xown, or out of love with m2. ' 


F 


OY * 
—— —_ 


"——_ 


A forſaken Lady to her ApoState. 
Into the aſhes of ublivior? I. 


Whar all amorr, all banithr in a trice, 

- All our embraces a fools Paradice? | 

| Then farewell faith, and friend, next time 1-find 
My {clf affeRive. Ile embrace the wind, 


B. 


—< = 


Re are thoſe flaſhes fled*thoſe flames quite gon Gt 


| VVhere arc thoſe Vows , thoſe Heaven-dtteted 6 2 
Seal'd on my lips the pledges ef our troaths?(oaths, © 


A mock, 


. 
v 
- © 


»: 


£ 


6 F. 


A mock ſong to 
0 Stay by mee—== 


glay not by me feinds ! bur fly mee, 
For behold I come 
All in furie,to conjure yee, 
To ayoid the roome, (m 
O cone not then near mee :; your haggy looks «k 
Bur down to your curſed cell, 
for in hell; 
All ſuch ſooty ſluts dwell, 


- Y. 

Our yee De vills, worſt of eyills, 
Whar do you make here? 

Such dam'd witches, and baſe bitches; 


I nereſawas yee're, a : 


O come notthen near me your haggy looks sk 
Bur down to your cutiſed cell 
for in hell 
Ml ſuch ſoory ſlurs dwell, 


3. 
Pluto's puſles are the ſuflcs 
Thar I here bchold 


Dreſt in tiffanic like Tyfiphone, 
Snaky locktand eld, ( ne 
O ceme nor then neare mee,your haggy looks 
Bur down to your curled ccll 
For in hell, 
All ſuch ſooty ſluts dwell, 


Yo 


( 23 } 


Furics fellowes whart is kecll looſe 
And yce broke out thus 
In your night-gears like the night mares 
To mcer Incubus, © (me 
O come nor then near mee,your haggy looks skear 
Bur down to yout curſcd cell 
for in hell 
All ſuch footy fluts dwell, 


| 3+ 
Our upon yee, Ile none on yee 
Down yce dad beneath 
Your ill favours and worſe ſayours 
Doc infe& my breath, (mee 
O come net thennear mee, your haggy looks skeare 
Bur down to your curſed cell 
for in hell, 
All ſuch ſooty ſluts dwell, 


The Furies Anſwer, 


BE content Sir, we are ſent Sir 4 
Nar to trouble you, 
| But to ſport with and conſort with 
Our own cuttaild crew. (you 
Ler nothing then skear you,for weel not Come near 
Bur down to our own black cell, 
for in hell, 
VVe confcfle wee do dwell, 


Fam jam talturas ,tartara wigya putes, 


A 


| ( 24 ) 


EE err 


4 . him he lookt aſquint upox her. 


== A Squintgwhy not? am I of Eagles race, 
== [\ To rtry minecyes upon Apollo's tace: 
Admit IT: were, yet while I look on thee, 

Thy brighter beams force an obliquity. 

Eagles ſhould do the ſame,curſt they but try 
LES Their Birth-right at the radiance of thine cyc. 
{23 VVhartis this Ralating bur my feeble bght, 


WF 23-  Bur ſay I could, fince thou thus ſlighteſt me, 
& 323/Vhar reaſon have I to look right on thee ? 
SF Tome be not youſo.croſs-grain'd to deſpiic 
WS A breaft thar ſhews her crofles in her eyes; 
TL —_— filently cach other rhus reprove, 

* T' have ler in cruell and ingratefull loye: 
*  Sopaſfing fair, | ſwear upen a book 
= Youarc, my cyes upon cach other look 
7% As in amaze to ſee Dame Nature place 


H 


#:> All her perfe&ion in your only face, 

© "As Clouds the Creatures of the Sun., (01 
© +1 The nubilous exhalation of your cyc 

\ '*2Hpproach your preſence begging I may be 
7%) -” The Vmbrg'unto your ſerenity, 
And cauld I bur wy ſelf in the office pur, 
BR As Calths with your beams I4'c ope, and fhur, 

...-- Bs the Þlics aze buzzing where light Candles are; 
- ih L '\ yon you knew alwaics purſues the fair. 
& 4enterchange. Embraces. with the night, 
And darkneſs kiſs the lovely lips of light, = 4 


6.) 


pf 5 A Gentleman to his Miſtrejs that tol 


25 2) by bn I hi % Owl nl 2 +3 nl tn A A On he bs 
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(25) 


Why then, thou faireſt, art thou fo unkind, 


To ſcoffe the molc thy beauty made thus blind? 


{ But am | blinde dolt ſay ; Eventhence does flow, 


This {olace, that the God of love is ſo, 
And ſquint-eyd, then | may glorie int, 
The ſun it ſclfe,lights cencre looks aſquinr, 


To Franke, 


Whart all at once? what nowne ſelfe Franxe? 
Thy bounty over beares irs banck, 
. Thad bene a fayour yer beybnd, i 
My wiſhes, hadſt thou given thy, bond, #* 
And ſeal'd it with a faithfull kifle, « 
O here had bene enough of blifle. 
Or hadſt thou given thy hand in part 
As pledg of thy engaged hearr 
I had bene more then well conrenr 
T'haye ted my hopes, on the eyenr, 

Bur 1 am now as others are, 

Suſpitious of thy proftcr'd ware. 


; Thou art roo ſweer , torell thee right 


F-Can have a ſcore for a bulls eye* 
C 


Thou overcom'ſt my apperite, 

Hony's not for all pallats meer, 

Aud fugar oft makes things too ſweer, 
Truſt mee fond Franck, thou art roo free 
(Free of thy fleſh I mean ) for mee. 
Thou comſt roo faſt, I muſt ſep back, 
Aud to be ſhorr, I feare meeno man, 
Dares venter to make thee a woman, 

In markers maides are common, I 


You 


(26 ) 
.You praiſe your ſelfe,and I could with 
Bur to ſee her cryes ſtinking fith; 
1 know nor what to think, thy face 
.Hath ſuch an olco of braſfle; 
And yer thou ſhouldeft be right, for none 
T har 1 ere kney,lelle feare the tgne, 
On whom be this inſcription let; 
Here 1s both righr, and Counterfeit, 

Bur thou ſay'ft tis no vſuall Courſe, 
To loeke ith mouth of a guiic hoif c, 
Yer nv mans bounry (all perſwa dc 
Mce tos accept or keepe a jade, 
Ill fayourd &, ill quality'd; 
Whe would on ſuch Conditions ride? 
Thou hait given thy ſelfe ro mee, doſt hear 
Thou haſt a {krewd box on the care 
Would thou hadſt rather given mee thar 
Was left ith malthcap by the Car, 
Thou ihouldſt have laid, will you accepr, 
Or clle they ſclfe to thy ſelfc kept, 
Theres ſomewhat more then up and ride, 
The khancs muſt goe before rhe bride 
And afcr too, ynlefle ſhce bee 
Better thenl1 can hope of thee 
Thou fiy'ſt away to Church & nether 
Bringſt gueſt withthee nor yera fathcr. 
Bur ter the firſt ( ſauing your jeaft) 
You will your ſclte be the bold gucſt, 
And for a father, what need hee, 
Sinec you will your owne giver be, 
Way this is the new way we take , 
Each others word & bargaine make, 
Sure here is like to begood docing 
When rampant royles run thuza wo oi g, 
VVhy now or-never Yerike. 
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(37) 
Old mother Shiprons prophehie, 
Yetthou'mayeft ger a huſband Kill, 
Provided thou doſt bmi fullkfill. 
The laſt will of thy grand mother, 
No more but ſoc; Remember her; 


For my part,mee thou couldſi not pliaſe,' 
Though thou couldft ſh—-gice ninepences, 
| Nor couldſt thou moye in mee delight, 
Shouldſt thou afferd mee cyery night 
A freſh & ſporcfull maidenhead 
Their fignes ſhould nor pollute my bed, + 
An1 yer I may chance loath my life 
Come then and thou ſhalr bee my wife, 
However for your offer Frankey 
I were te blame (hould I not thank yee, ' 
Bur let mace periſh in thy Curſe 
If ever offer lik't mec worſe, 
Thou gav'R thy ſelfe ro mee ; ang 
Give thee back to thy ſe lfGodb'yg 


Te mils aonaſti,te tibs reddo,wale- | 


| 
| 


(.28 ) 


An Epithal. 
*0#, Mr. B: C. Eis Nuptialls, 


hes, Y 
= 


w Elcome moſt-lovely paire, 
Thrqugtrhrears of drowning 


Is parents frowning; 
Now no doubts nor deſpaire 
Shall cloud the clearcr aice 
Of nupriall crowning 
No counter- plots, no rivalls now ſuſpeR, 
Your wiſhesare ariv'd at theireffect, 


4. 


No weefall Willow now, 

Cupid compoſes, 

Chaplers of Roſes: 
In which the Bridg:oomes brew 
And his faire Brides alſo, 

Hymen encloſes, 

Ler Suiters in defires hot embers burne, 
Your joyfull fyres ſhall into Bone-fires rurne, 


uh. 


(29) 


3. 


On thy checks beauteous Bride, 
More all the graces 
In pleaſant paces 


Bleſt hee whom fates beride ” 
Th' Elyfium ot thy fide, 
| This, this, thy laſs is 
Sweet Bride-groom, but had Loye had eyes tio 
ſee her: 


No doubt bur hee had been thy rivall here, 
A. 


Sing Jo, fing a-maine 
Thy rempring rreafure, 
Out bounds all meaſure, 
Give thy ripe joyes fullreine, 
And Fo, fing againe, 
ViRorious Ceſar 
Beware of ſurfers though,thy luſtie cheare. 
Ends not to night, the faire laſts all the yeare-: 


4. 


Bur you rhink long 1 doubr, 
And loves compleQion, 
Prepares ereQion, 
What though yee taſte ofnoughr, 
All day, but naked thought: 
Night's the next ſeQtion: 


Thea you ſhall a& , what wee bur dream; deligha, 


| Weed with yeetoo (if there were nged)good night. 
C 3 6 Come: \ 


(30) 


Com Bacchys com let's troule 
The merrie diſhes 
Brimd with beſt wiſhes. 
Mee things I ſce the ſoule, 
Of mirtthfin every bowle 
Preſaging bliſſes. 
Your 3s full car'd, full ripe, your eye diſcerne 
Plentie; what can wee wiſh yoe more but bearne 


© — _ 


NS. 


Tomy lilite white Leda 
in Commendation of 4 pale face, 


When red enchaſed in the ſkies wee finde, . 

V Vee ſtrait conclude tis cither raine,or winde, 
VVacn 1 a Rubrick on thy face eſpic, 

Faith I expett rs ſee thee ſtorme, or cry, 
Ler:ihem that dare cendemne thy Ivery broy 
Tell mee how they could fancy bloud & ſnow, 
That monftrous, yea that menſtruous predudt,who 
Could looke ypon't and not his teares oyr flow} 
Pray tcl] mee where the white , & damalk roſe! 
From the ſam ſtalk buth white,b red diſcloſe? 
Spaniclls and Calves ate red and white ris true 
It you be red and whire,pray what are you ? 
 VVould you commend her for her comly ſmour 
Thats particolourd like a radiſh root? 

You'd think I mock you ſhould I ſay you are 


\ "Pure red & white as babics inthe faire, 


Mes 


1e 


(31) 

Tfred be ſuch a grace ; If red ſo plcaſe 

Haye mee commended to red Jatices, 

Yet the red roſe is Cordiall, But the white 

Iseyer moſt commended for the ſight, 

From coſtard-mongers I haue underſtood 

Thus much! The red cheecht apple's ſeldom good. 

Red waxe is very common, Burthe white 

Is virgins wax, And a good price wuſt byy'r, 

Pray tell mee now,would you be wood & proyd; + 

To limb your fclt out on a milke white maid? 

Marry coni up; ſo when you are to write, 

You may condemne your paper cauſe tis white? 

Here, heres an Enzoberh, will you ſay what aile 

The ihillings cauſe you ſee the face 1s pay? 

That were a prety jeaft, Alas, alac, 

If it were cherry chechr it would nor paſle, 

Even Vitziall admitts a various bue 

Some is pure white , ſome greene, ſome perfet- 
, cw 

And ſome is red tov , Burtisthen confcſt 

The drofle & Caput mertunm of the reſt 

In Mercuyie as Chjnick tearmes will ha't , 

The whitc*s ſublime , The rcd precipitate, 


' Some Tulips, I remember I have ſcene, 


Halfe red half white, but thy have common been, 
Or "were they rate ſhould hey come near my. noſe 
The poſie were lcfle wellceme, then the poſe, 


þ White -Robes at Nuprtialls,ſhew a virgine ſtate, 


Aud why nor white checks vrautyes candidate, 
What woul 6ft thou think.if thou ſhonlds red elpic 


ie} Exchcquor'd with the white thars in thine eyc? 


| 


Thoudfſt ſay'tis bloud-ſhor, How then iſt a grace 


| That blemithes the beſt part of thy face ? 


Bur why doe I thus eagerly allude 
Tathat whichall but blind men will conclude 2? 


C. 4 | The 


| (32) 
Th: flyer Moon, the glittering train of night, 

Th: L:lly, Swan, and Vezs Doves are white, 

But you lay Reds a modeſt tinQure, tuſh, 

Her conſc iznce can not bid her count'nance bluſh 

VVacn {hee bath done the thing ſhee onght 5x 

doc! 
Com: to hir the n ſheel bluſh as red as you, 


, 


= =——REubcnun4a flat, Alba ſerenat. 


——_—_—_ 


The Poſtſcript, 
70 the precedent Poem. 


P Ur Nay ny whiteing,though I rook thy part, 
) Twas rot to ſhew thy beaury, but my arr, 

>ty conſcience rell; mee Red & white beſt pleaſes, 
VVkite not ſer cft with Red portends diſc aſcs: 
ut Poets pro,and con,falute and flight; 

Tecllyee the-Dove is black, And the Crow white, 
I cedld have writ 8s much, and given a grace 
ASatpple , rn the Calfe withthe white face, 
Thus have Z made thee faire and fowle ; forrue!y 
SLtaich bc it nere fo white, comes of but blewly, 


- alque of 
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To M* R.D. 


SIR, 

I7 Our ſafe returne unto mine cares being com® 
I could no leſs thenbid you welcome home, 

| Ar preſent I have nothing worth your vicw, 

| Only my white fac'd Leda, bur ſhcee's new 

Aud freſh arcir'd, If 1 have dreſt hir.right: 

Say but the word, And Thave hitthe White: . 


pO IE _—_ 


Militat omnis amans, & habet ſua Caſtra- 
Cupido. 


LOVE hath his tents & lovers ſouldicrs are: 
Preſt out to ſerve in an inteſtine VVarr, 

Cupid become a Leadernow I finde, 

The proverb, ycrified, The blind lcads the blinde, 


, nun Caco0 carpitny Tone? 


To my honoured friend. 


A Gentleman that in a frollick, World needs 


barb mee. 


I, 


ButBE N 
Let mc know when 
Thou wilt returne agen; 
Oh rhy departure drew & teare, 
Nor from the watrie ſurface ot the ſpheare 
No, no it drew it, whiſt,ſtay there 
Leaſt while ſuch newes I ſcnd, 
I much offgnd, 
My friend, 


S. 


Ingeed 

Since rwas decreed 
Thou ſthualdft geparr with Tpeecd 

I co:1id not choole, bur heavily look 

To looſe at 5nce my barbgrgand. my Cook: 
I w:1! be. fy orn OPOn A booke 
] oft thee wanted haye 
My chin to ſhave, 

Poere knaye, 


: 


C3897 
3. 


And clip 
a; My upper lippe _ 
And make the haires to skip 

F or having mended my bad face 
Thou good Lawn Bands about o y neck digeſt place 

And cuft my hands,but now alas 

I fall, l am ith mind 
No Barber finds 
ſokinde. 


1o William Kemp. 


Aturday laſt faith ill you ſent mee Sack 
By Bacchus ſcarce was worth the ſendihg back 
ce now a truſty ſoule, and, ſend me White, 
Or Reniſh, which you will but 1cett be right 
Feel out ſome cell where P kabus cannot come 
Iknow#{! will lend good if V.\Ulbuat tice >_. 
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A Gentleman ſurpriztd with the "fight of a *.. 
Lady unknowne to how betrahle _ 
' to another,” = 


4] 1 Nhappy happincic, peireing plea ling fare 

| y toQ-good fo:tunc madeinfortunate 5 

1 My bl:ft,'and blaſted eyes made imte ar once A 

'7 My {elf an F.mp2rgur, and a lleve:pranounce,” WEE. 
[7 SR 


: 
| TE. 


(.36) 


What ſtrange .affetiuns on my ſpirir ceaze? 
Whereof the cure isworſe then diſeaſe , | 
V Vhat hevenly fre is this, rorments & Jjoyes mee | 
VVaich if I blow conſumes;if quench deſtroyes mee? 
' Take here O take this loye-flaine heart of mine 
Tis victim fallne on your yicorious ſhrine, 
| Only ler loye fince ro your pileI come 
' Honour my facriffice with martyrdome, 
| And tis enough, Since Icant overcome yee, 
; Ile kille the Rroakes my fates allot'mece from. yee 
'þ Yer on my vrne ſhould you one glance contrive 
$ My aſhes with rhe Phenix might revive , 
| Nt nor a ſmile, O yer let pitty Ierd mce 
- £\ figh, that may to the next world commend mee 
& Where my then happier eyes may have,the grace 
. Freely to feaſt on your . Seraphick face. 


- 
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To my Cozen Coy, , 


ty 

( 

$ TOs nor for yertues ſake thar you, 

; - Are wontto keepe ſomuch adoe, 

f For wee know by experience, 

# And you. by.your owne conicience, 

'. That w:nches will. for all theic ſturres, 
17 Cling iti a cornci cloſe as burtcs, 


2, 


& Thoſe things moſt rake men's palares cyer, 
Tacy purcha fic with..moſt-hard gndeaveor, 
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(37) 


And thats the reaſon that yee maids, 
Hold up the rate of maiden-heads. 
VVhich if you were not coy ar.d nice 
Alack a day! would beare no price, 


A . 


3y 


Pray doe nor yee your faces ſkreen, 

To be with dowble luſter ſeen, 

VVhar is it but ro rempr bceholders, 

Yee ſhow your naked neck, and, ſhoulders. 
V'Vhy doe you clſe pach white with black? 
But rjat yee more oth ſame ſtuſſe lacke? - 


4, 


Cold-rounded bres, themfſelyes contract, 
And are noſt violent in act, 

And I conceive fair maids deſires, 

Are but ſuch ſnow-cnviron'd hires. 

And when I ſce ſnuw on their skin 

I judge them then all fyre within, 


5: 


Tell mee who willdo ſo mickle 
'As ſhee that hants a conventickle, 
Shee is one of Agams race, 

That obſerves no ryme nor place, 
Though in the midſt of lent ir chance; 
Sheel take it, if ri1$ fieſh advance, 


(38) 


6. 


An you your ſelf 4bſtemia 

Will ſporr and play as well as they, 

I know you loyter bur to be 

Embrac'd by opportunity 

And in things forbid delighr 

"To ſhow your ſelfe Eves Daughter right, 


7. 


Tell mce no more of Apes in hell 
Though th' cxcuſe become yee well; 
Comie prettie ſoule tis to no boot 

Fe Youcannor live unlefie you doc: 

> For the thing that we talk of pleaſed 

© Nay more then that prevents dilcaſes, 


S. 


&  Were'rnot more wiſdome to be dumb, 
Then'wotd ir ro be overcome > 

E Do'nc wee in conmon queans eſpie 

8. Theſe ,your weapons,nay pith,nay fye, 
$ Thar cre halſe the fight be done 

| VViſh that they may be over run, 


Q. 


Come come Girlc if thou doſt burne 
© Sec thou bauk'ſt nor a govg turne, 


Thoſe 


w—_— Al A 


('39) 
Thoſe bonny laſſes wiſer are 
That know when they are offer'd faire 

Yer if ſhame bid thee forſake ir 

Prethce play the maid, ſay nay and take it, 


To my pale Pippin 


Pallsr in ere ſedet —— 


'TEr checks are like her blind cheeks pale 
And wan, Her lipps are lick her raile, 

Her piteous looks may happily move % 
Ccmpaſhion in mee; neycr love. S's 
Shall Il bow down; or kneel to that | 
Thar ſeems ro mce inanimate? 
So while 1 to my ſuite addiR her, 
] pray with Papiſts to a Picture, 
Doe yee not ſce how meager death, 6 
Seems through hir Organs to ſteal bteath - «,="} 
Ard Succubns ha's from the duſt < 
Rear*d kcr ro {atiare his luſt 
Tel] mze pale Phebe dont you clin be " of 
O14 wWa'.s tn hangnrt of ihe lime? x -'1 
I know y<u iGove furk toftivalls 
Yaur white wot. cheeks reſemble wails, 


Say MTuer pious, dot Jou not 4 a2 
For OztoI2rob the Por: ,ge-por _, AT 
Run yuu Lot 1nty p' vat lioles -, ©}: 4.1 
To break your faſ, with ſalr and Coaks: 7 
] night a thouſand knocks repeat, . | 4 


V Vhat ceuld 1 ramc'but you would cat. 
In ſhame whereof your bloud refraines " 
Your check>, Ant lurks withip your yeines, _ þ- 
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Varill ir bee ſubpazna'd thence, . 
By your flagitious conſcience, 
Nor are you lillic like, bur fallow: 

And ſapie-coutenanc'd like. rallow, 

For when your dropping noſe you handle, . 
You ſeeme to race to ſnuffe a candle. 
And they that keepe you reape diſgrace, 
Whilſt men read famine on your face, 
Natures, befiegd, And all your pores 
Obſtrued block up her recourſe 

Whilſt in diſpaire of life you burae, - 
For a good huſband, or goode turne.. 
There muſt bee yent, Tis ro noe boot 
To talke, you muſt or dye, or doer, 
And: ſhould, wee bur a while delay you, 
You'd cry harke harke for life wee pray you. 
You can no ſuch improvement feel 

In allume poſiets or crude ſteele, 

You know your ſelfe theres nothing can, 
Be ſo aperitive as man. 

Who in the ſweereſt ſence is ſaid, 

To cure you of your maiden head, 
Which ſhould you bur a while reraine, 

A peſlarie would come in vaine, 

- Whar necde men. care then for ſuch wives, . 

As Marry but to ſave their lives? 

He muſt as much ( that weddeth thee) 

Thy doRor ; As thy husband be, 

Noe, Ile ro-Bacchus where being come, - 

The firſt atrendanrt ſhewes a rome. 

The next prerſents 2 glanceing laſſe, 

Like Yenus in a veniceglaſſe. 

Wick rhat I *knock, & as ſome fp'rice- 

I conjur up pure red and white. 

My circles a round table, And 

lo micſt. thereof does Bymen fland 
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With a light rapour , when 1 call, 


To cclebrare my nuprtiall, 

Here doe 1 a french madam place 

And there a ſweer-lipt ſpaniſh laſle 

Here all in white a lady dances, 

And there in red an other glances, 

And Icaft mine cycs want freſh delight,. 

Here ſets Claretta red & whit, 

Nor doe I complement I trew, 

But tell them plaine*tis fo and ſo, 

Thy firuggle not nor are they coy 

But I nay what I will enjoy, 

No there's no coyle made for a kiſle , 

Though melting melting, melting blifle, 

No ſhifting from the freindly cup 

Bur 1 may freely all take up. 

And in each face if I fo pleaſe, 

Ie court myne owne « fhgies, 
VVho would nor then on this ſtage 2& Narciſus, 
VVhere lively lipps fa ſweetly ſay come kifle us? 


Mrs.. E.G. 


To hir falſe and faithleſſe lervant: 


Ve whence falſe wzetch arc rheſe delayes, 
Didit thou not ſweare, 
By. all that's deare, 
Should ly ons block upthy aflayes, 
Thy Pinnaceiſcorn'diſuch remoraes, 


( 42') 


” 
_—- 


Moft faithlefſe of thy ſex farewel: 
Art not rhou hee 

That yow'd to mee 

No fates decree nor Circean fpell, 
Should keep thee from iny Cirtadell? 


J. 


Yet flatrerer thou art fieg'd, and flown 
From the warm neſt 

Of my ſott breaſt, 

And like thar night thou left's mee gone 
Ah!whe would ſuch a traytor owne?, 


<, 


They that dare meſt,1 ſce dare Jeaft 
Petey pretends 

More then his friends, 

Bur being broughtunto the teſt, 

Hee turnes more crayant thenthe reR, 


$- 


A fecble hermit raz'd the forr 
Oflſecrefic 

IT wixt thee and mee, 

O ſhame, Cowards I ſeereſorr 

To Lov's,though net ro Mars his Court, 


'—_.  » to 


mes ed Ds. Hd Dd 


Thinkft 


(43) 


6, 


Thinkſt thou the gods that teſti ge 

From Heaven above 

Thy vyowes cf love, |; 

Will quit thee of thy perjury? | 

1 hat were, to make themſclyes like thee, 


7. 


Welll conclude then nothing elſc 
Bur love is dead 

And faith is fled, 

Unro the breaſts of infidells 

And there, it any where it dwells, 


Falſe and faint heart adicy,nere ſuc 
Nor wooe no more, 

As here to fore, 

For here is all Ile anſwer you, 

Falſc and faint heart adicu adicu, 


—Piget infido conſnluiſſe wire. 
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His Anſwer. 


AM why ſo ſharp? in truth( my dear) I mu, 
Accuſle your furic of unkind diſtruſt, 

You ſhonld obſerve rhe end, and only glance, 
Nor dwell on the einergent cijcumſtance, 
Shall I plounge-throygh th' abifle of danger, when 
I may avoydit; And goe right agen. 

V Vhat you wil-conftrue as ſome light abuſe, 
Reaſon will read a requiſite excuſe. 

VVhat ſhould wee but invite the publicke ſcorne 
To boaſt our harveſtere wee reap our corne. 
The wealthy'ſt wights perend the weakeſt ſore, 
And what they hugge, conceale, I doe no mere, 
For knowledge will but make us table-ralke, 
VVhilſt love delights in ſhady eſt pathes to-walk, 
Foerbeare « while my love and then expeR& 

| "Your patience crewn'd with bleſt, with wiſhr effe&, 
/- Thoſe that doe otherwiſe, the world bur calls, 
Them Poſthumous rothere owne nuptialls, 
Noe, noe, my heart's bur one, theugh for a ſpace, 
I ſeeme ro putt on Ianus double face, 

In which ſtrange drelle Iyer, would hepe I ſhow 
I love thee more then all the world ſhall know, 
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(45 ) 
To the faire Mrs E.R. 


MADAM. 


are loyely faire, and but I know, X 
Yeu 4: not proud, 1 would noc tell you fo; 
For my p.it I commend your ſwter ccmplexion, 
Nither tor hope of favour , nor aftcRion, 
en] Only fince I have lirle elſe rodoe, 
I prayſe the moſt prayſe worthy , And tis you: 
Here's no hard words but in plaine engliſh thus, 
Yeeare handſme, yonge, rich, vertuous, 
ne] VVhat-can be wiſht for mere? where nature places 
A heaven of beauty in a heeven of graces, 
Bur if you be as free as you are faire 
et All's nothing , and you are not what you are, 


mmm—_—_— —_ — — 


; | Da aextram miſere & tecums me tolle ptr 
UnAAs. | 


Phillis, Charon. 


c 
| Ph. Boat,a Boar Chayom, come ſer me over, 
Ch, VVho calls hells farall ferriman? 
" Ph. A Lover, Ih 


Ch, And thou ſhalt ſtay the longer for'r I vow : 
Ph, Yotile notbe fo neclrurtror row v7 


ll Ch, Left handed luck Itght on yee 'eyery hoyre 


Ime troubl'd to tranſport ſuch” brands as you 
are, | 


Ss 
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_ Ph. Nay” 
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Ney good ſweer Cbaron,com® 

Yes {weeton till, ; 

VVhen I haye nothing elſe co do, I will, 
VVhar ? (ſai 
Greaſe my Boat , and patch my ſhatrere 
And ſet me down and reſt mec; 

Fove whar aytc© (frat 


This freward patch? come prethee to the - 


I am a ſtranger, come put off thy wrath, 

Hence Cupids brands, 

Not ſo, 

He come no nigher: 

VVhy? 

For youl ſer my pirchy Boar on fire, 

I fry already with tranſporting flames 

Such as have almoſt drank up al my ftreamz 

Canſt thou feate that and ice theſe fred 
ſupplies, 

So ſtreataing from the Conduirs of mine 
Eyes? 

VVell well, 

Nay more if Charon ſhall think good 

Theſe Armes as Oares ſhall wave the Rtigi- 

an flood, 


This waſt thy Maſt: And this diſheyelld] 


haire, 

He into Cables twiſt ; 
VVell you ſpeak taire, 
Come then; 


I am ar hand, bur ere thy foet Board mee, þ 


How cam'ſt thou here cimely or nor? 


V Vhart makes that to my ſpecd? Come wal 


— me over, 


AfTralkc of thas anon. 


ch, 
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(48) 
Ch. Nay foft,diſcover 

Or thou art at thy furtheſt; Truft no tricks 
Nor falfities, But ſweare by ſacred Stix, 
VVhich even the gods call not to lyes, 
VVithour che fortcir of their deityes, 
And loſs of Nay for a hundred years. | 
Speak, Phs V Vhat is Phillis faultic here appeares.. 
.C, Thou canſt nor pals, 
Ph, The gods forbid O ſmother 

That breath, This death is worſethen th'e- 

ther; | 
I paft laſt night, Thar I implunged in 
For love, and muſt 1 dyc again ter fin ?. 
Is it decreed? 
<<, Iris, and figned by fare, 
Pb, le lupplicate the Gods then, 
Ch, Tis too late, 
Ph, Hard hap, but ſawſt thou nor my Demophen 
ch, TIdid, | 
Ph, VVhere; 
Ch, Hee. is to Elyſium gone. 4 
Ph, Andlleft here O Charox prethee cither 
V Vaft mee ts him, or ferch him hither, 
Ch, Neither? 
Pb, Shall ke live happy? 
Yes | 


Ph, Thea lexme come | 
For hee knowes I am his Elyſium, 
Gh> Thou canſt not wretchs 


_Ph, . Nec? whether ſhall I them 


Betake my ſelfe? 
Ch, .' To yond fowle foggy fen, 
Ph, And what when there? 
Still cide it ro and fro, 


Ph; 
" Ch. 


Ph. 
Ci, 


Ph, 


Cas 


Ph. 
Ch. 
Ph, 


(48) 


In deep deſpaire as thoſe ſelf murtherers dog 


_ thou theſe Troops like Autunes leayy 
oile | 
VVhar ſelf brmoaning , what urpittied coylt 
They keep? Bur I ficrne Chargnhave no cart; 
To hcare their plains; no cyes tv ſee: thei 
r2arcs, 

Have | contemncd life, negle&ed Thrace 
And my i:mperiall ſceprer tor this place? 
Blame thine own Raſhnes to anticipate, 
The ſupreame act of Adamanrine fate, 

Has thou no pitty leſt for Queens, 

No, now 
T he baſeſt beggar is as grear as thou, 
O give mt: yer a draft of Lerhe,thac 

1 may forget the tyranny of fate, 

Ir exnnot be allow'd alas thy wocs 

Begin but now 

V Vhen end they then? 

God knowes. 

Pirry ſweet Charoy, pitty for his ſake, 

V Vhole innocence muſt of my greits pertak 
For hee and 1-lcng fince agreed'upon 
This, Hee (hould Phillis be, I Demophen 
Our faithfull pps were pledges of this twig 
Hee giving his hearr, [ returning mine, 
Tis 1 have fin'd, And muſt hee beare he 

blow." 

Tis not my heart, but his thar ſuffers r.ow Re 
O either yeild ;then tg my juſtdefre, 
Oc ler mce ſuffer in my ſelfe.,emire, 

Bur if 't may; be,.Celeſtiall patty moye, 
To ſpare us both, and lay the faylr/on Love, 


Ch,VVel 


it 


(49) 
(h, Weell love fball blind the Gods & picrie hal” 
» For once the faire quene be prefidentisll, 


" Oc it the Gods will not commilſerate, 
Ik ſtcale. thee over ftix in ſpire of fate 


Fleftere ſinequeo Aeberonta movels. 


— Inn NS 


Mi/erum me fuiſſe fe/rem! 
To Mr. H. C. 


ad Palynu/us, never ftear'd 50 farre, 

As Ingia, where the carthes choyce wreaſures 
ae, 

His wooden Caſtle, might have ſplit in ſunder , 

And nere arrived ata nine dayes wondet:; 

| Had Belliſarrys, and 1, never ſeene, - 

The faithlefle face of change's changefull queene” ©," 

And ty ſo lofrie hopes had ne admiſhon , 2 

How bleft had wee bene in our low condition? 

Had Athenais not Evgexia bene, 


he 


. | What t'eye nere ſees, the heart nere grieycs? had 1 


fe, | Drawn by the attraciyes of your eyes pceirc'd 


I My bearr, ſo did hee from thoſe eyesprocure, 


| Thad bene no wound to be throwne downe agen; 
Had I ncreſene you ( faircft )then my breaft, 
Had till bene calmie in its haven of reſt, 


Nere drank at all, then had | nere bene dry. 
| ſaw you bur, and the wing” archers bow, 


through, 


| His bole, his bowſtringe , and his cynolture, 
1 D Valucky | 


( 50) 

Unlucky luck,with joy and woe it fills mee, Inf 
T arantula like, it makes mee laugh, and kills mee} 1 
Tis thou haſt wounded mee, and I muſt meer Sha 
My cure in thee, O my ſweer, bitrer-ſweer, K. 
-0 
| 
Sic mii res eadem Un'nus opemgue tulit, - 
Ho 
— \ 
Th 
A. B. Toan Iriſh Gentlewoman RE 
that ſizehted hint. R 
WH time my bloud ſhall boyleſo in my Ucins| To 

As I ſhall need a cooler for my reynes, 
He call on Fo. fairer far then you are T 

Shall eaſe me of my Cod-peice Calenture; 
Bur if a Priapzſme put me hard upon't B 

Ic keep a Cow: And not an Jrith Ront, 
T 
"7 _— oo I 
To my noble Coſen Mr.R. C. 5 
coming #1 mour1 ing tobe | or 
merry with Lis frinds, F 
ANd why in black > whar means this nights artſy; 1 

Since } am frolick as the day? | 

Why ccmeſt thou thus in mourning to thy frie > 


As if to minde him of his end ? 


—— 


(51) 
In ſuch ſa& weeds the unwellcome Raven com? 
To croak out our detetminared doomes: 


| Shake of theſe myſtic toggs, that wee may know, 


How much wee to thy viſit owe, 
Come not as thou hid'ſt tresſon in thy ſhrowd , 
But lend the ſwelring Sun thy cluud. 
So ſhall hee ſer him downe and ſlumber, while 
Thou cher't us with thy ſmile; 
How ill contrived is that companie 
VVherec one does laugh, another cry? (black 
This man is cloathed in whit, that blew , 1huu 
Even juſt like 7effery. lames and 1ath. 
YVhart will the world conclude when they ſee thze 
In this fleabirten liverie? : 
Wee laugh, you lowre,wee ſinge, your ſcrious tate, 
Scemes to aftc& the matbles fare, 
This diſcord is unmuſicall come, come, 
Vncaſe unmask*, aud let cach roomes * .. 
Thouglideſt through , ſs radiant appeare, 
As if the orbe of light moved there: 
Breake out bright Soule, & give our wonder birth 
Ar the Meridian of thy mirth. | 
Truſt mcer'were good and rarc,bur I ſee plaine, 
Thou bring'ſt old faſhions up againe;... 
Thy preſence was a bayquet and theugidfty 
Preſent adeaths head in the midi; - 1 
So all thy courtefie ru'ns upon cruches, 
Like him,makes a good fcaſt,and grurches? 
But, prethec, ſhall I this a vilit call 
Suer chou cam'ſt ro my funerall ; 
Oc Pt becauſe thy clothes gainft ſurfers be, 
mementoes of mortalityc? 
oſt come to laugh, And ſer good chear to wrack, 
. And yer bring Lens upon thy back? | 
Nere fear good. Cof- Heres nothing needs, 
Such oycrmonito: y weeds ; 
D 3 Vet 
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Wee haye Rot to preſnt you, whar is rare 
Only y'are wellcome to our country; fare; 
Goad powderd becfe , good mutton and good 
ſherrie, 
And ſo, and ſo, | pray be merry, 
With which accept our hearts; wee could extend 
no more, ſhould a'll the Gods deſcend. 
And if this paper fiad acceprance too , 
Thar's more ſic then [ promiſd you. 
Bur 1 had rather be abrupe then tedious, 
And therefore thus, and only thus , 
You come in mourning, but when you returne, 
You may leaye of , but we muſt mourne, 


A gratus aaes 
T a my highly hononred coxen My B, C. 
Comming to N orwich. 


And art thou come boone Bey? then Norwich ſay, 
Thankes ( noble Phoſphor ) for this wiſhr for day 
Then wellcome, wellcome, be they ever dun b: 
That \ay not now wellkceme B, C. wellcomc; 
Had I bene mure from birth, 1 now had broke, 
All rounge tyes, and with dumb borne Aris ſpoke; 
As ZFove eame downe the trifie to dilcuſle, 
T*wixt frogs and mice; ſo camft thou downe to us; 
Buth from a bove:though,here ſome difference lycs; 
Hee came from heave'ns,thou fromearth's paradiſc, 
Yee both deſend , being both divinely brighr, | 
To dzzlc our inferiqur Orbwith light : 5 


The country ſwaincs* cauſe they alas"eould ſpellf 


No higher title, call thee Collenell; © 
Who 


LL ADH AW A Aw urn mgwuHnt SO LAOS ©ERHS OO 


Sa, ., ac@ ce 


(53) 


Some wiſer though then others, reaping corne, 
Thinke thou art Ceres, and reſound their horhe, 
Devoutly beg thy largeſle, andonr yye, 

The thunder with the ecch'o of their cry. 

Burt when thou cameſt in at Stephens gare, 

Thou gav'ſt our city cauſe enough of prate; 

O how the people hurry, hurry ran, 

To gaze upon thee as It wore then man! 

What heards of Aproners at every lookc? 

Read on thy robes Norf0/ks illuſtrous Duke? 
Weayers, like ſhutles, here , and there per p cur, 
And make no workon't for the revell reut, 

W ho finding how in yaine they ſtrive for roome, 
Each in a fuftian furrcyro his loome, 

Rerurnes, And armed with his well try'd beame, 
Leyels his paſlage through th' opoſing ſtrezm ; 
You'd laugh to ſee, how 1 aylours $kipt a8bour, 

As mad asdogs to ſce themſelues cut out, 

V Viſhing theire necdles had no eyes lo they, 

( Poore thee yes) might ſee their bellyfull ro day, 
The that her ſrom the top oth' houſe, ſcing all , 
Capers as if hee car'd not for a fall; 

Bur tis too tedious to recite the ref}, ' 

They that were part oth Crowd can tell you beſt, 
O how they ſhrunk into each others arme /. 

T'was a great mercy, that there was.no harmet 
Their bodyes twin'd, and tounges lay never#.i)l, 
Asifthe rout kad bene a twiſtring mill, 

In deede the Mayor, ana altthe skarler Donnes, 
The bells roo, and the thunder thumping Gunnes, 
Had benc your entertainment; but of late, 

Tis ſuperſtition, and growne out of date, 

Nor had I thought rt'kauc write, bur your advance 


 Conſtraindmee, Orphens, player, & trees muſt dan 


lem created puſt by my Theame , 
Like Memnon's ſtature by Apellos,, became. 
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To the worſhipfull A. D. his Maje- 
ties Phyſitian Croſſing the 


SCas, 


Cceprt his ſad farewel), Sir,who here fings, 
As dying Swans de at Meandeys ſprings; 

Farewell, Step therez O how the ſurges riſe, 
Into a bryaic ſpring-tide from mine eyes? 

As if yer hope were lgft that theſe ſalt flowes 
Might lend you Sea room or clſe drown my woes 
Aud leaſt you want wherewith to fill your ſaile, 
My fighes {well up themſelves into a gale; 

If till be calm'd, may you art leaſt yer finde, 
The proverb true in this, my Words, are Winde, 
Mcanc time I ſhall ro «Folys repaire, 
T hat he would breath you winde enough and faire, 
And chen, to him commands the wavye Courr, 
To.chyde the Dolphins from their cminous ſport, 
Next ile entreat the azure-mantled $kres, 

To let their ſmilesgbe your faireaugurics; 
Ang may your thankfull patients, beg of heaven 
Heaſch for you, Sir,who health. co them haye given 
If Among HS TO rearrive you pleaſe, 
VVecl iay, Phebus comes frcm th* Antipodes, 
If ycur return though,be 4eny'd by fate; 
Live Neſt:zs years in Avicerna's ſtate, 
And <£ſculapins-like confirn.c the Earth 
With faith, that you are of immortal birth; 
This boon 1 beg, Sir,and this only one, 
Nv, and then, think on your poor Stevenſon. 


if * 
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————___—— 


To the City of 
CRACOVIA. 


N82 out of Love, but fear of ſollowing eville, 
The Moores of India ſacrifice to devills; 
So we to Norwich did invite Sir Thomas, 


01ly for this, to git bim ſurther fron us, 


— — ——_— — — 


— —_—_—_ — 


To Mr. R. C. #por 
The Mourning Ring be ſent mee. 


7 Har, ſhall 1 laugh, or weep ? this preſent, 
dath 

Preſent mee a neceflity of both : 
How can I choofe bur ſmile,when I behold 
My lucky ſtarrs laden with orient Gold? 
Bur when I ſee it through black Curtains peeping, 
Ah mee / I think, &c. tall a weeping, 
My paſſions fight and flow, and it appearrs, 
Exceſs of joy, as well as prief, finds teares; 
VVhilft I thus rapt Nayciſs-like cſpie 
Sun ſhine, and ſhowers, play Ajrill in mine eyg; 
Sec how the Gold bopeeps in ſable ſhrouds, i 
Like Phebus poſting through the raine-ſwolne if 


clouds; 
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And well the fimile holds,rhe black preſent 
+1is lcrting,and the Gold his oricnce. 
Ferenighrand day Lyve and Sel afpeare, 
As iftrut Aquinox wee only here, 

Nor ſhould 1 inuch miſtake the Aqu'page, 

To calc the golden,in the iron age; 

I way go voaſt, 1 on my finger weare 

The pythicſt Hyeroglyphick of the yearc: 

For I can ſummer in thy poſie read, 

And winter to the life in thy deaths head: 

Pretty, and precious guitr,ir ſhowes co mee 

Both puritie, and perpetuity; 

For whilſt the Gold thy pure love docs commend, 
The Ring inſtruſts my { war to know no cnd, ' 


- ou war  —__— Wea CT ———. 
4 CI —_— _ 


To=—==ypou 
his giving mee a Library, 


jon ſay you Now? think you, 1 do nor pleaſe 

My friend well, to obtaine ſuch guiſts as theſe? 
VVhara whole Library at once ? who lookes 
Upon ir, muſt conclude mee in his books, 


———- oo I O—G_ — mm 


To a Gentlewow-in, that refuſed, 
A very 1: S,ttor , becau| e 
he was not very hand. 


Jome. 


'Aire Coſen, let me in this caſa adviſe, 
& To quitt your fancy: and give reaſpn eyes: 


: 


They 


*S:& 


They that chooſe apples by their looks,Are ofr 
Foild in their hepes,and tor their folly ſcojt. 

Tis not the outfide makes the man, Alas 

A man's a man, had hee no Noſe on's face, 

Your Lapidaries not anoftcn norte, 

The 1areſt Jewell in a ragged Coat: 

This Genleman whoſe double duty ſerves you, 
For ought L know, is one that well deſerves yuu- | 
Forſake your eyes here,and truſt ro your carc, 
Hees ſober, ſteady,faid,and fi ro ſteare 

In this rempeſtuous Bge ; hard hap berides _ 
Such veſiells as haye green heads tor their guides 
Bur you ſhall ride amidſt proud wayes ſccure, 
Hee being Pllor, And you Cynoſure, 

I could both name the parties, and the places, 

Had bargaines toule enough of the ſaire faces, 

Nor yet is liking allwayes beauties child, 

Some have more wit then ſo to be beguild ; 
Beguries a bloſſomgand fo quickly fled, 

Tis ſcarce pofleſt, ere it be vaniſhed: 

Strike while the Irons het Col. leaſt you find 

The Proverb rrue, occaſions bald behind, 

To me the man ſeems paſſing lovely, Tuſb, 

His beauty's inward, Good'winc needs no buſh 
Hee's rich er.ough to make the world: his debior 
Love,and lay hold then,feldome .comes a herer, 

| kad not writ thus much, bpt that I know 

Your parents own it, aud adviſe you ſo, 

VVhoſe dire&ory pleaſure but fullfill,, 

And you dowell,thopgh you do nereTſoill; 
Read,and reviſe theſe lines, ſweer Cof. leaſt you 
VVailft you your ſelf make faſt, your ſclfe undoc, 4 
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To a faire Lady. 


M a Da Mz 


Ard is the task to write to ſuch as you, 

For if 1 give you but whats halfe your duc, 
Such as are unacquainred with your worth; 
Ace apc co ſay, I highly ſet you torrh; 
Whilft cheſe that know you, muſt conclude, with 

nec, 
Your praile aboye the ſtraine of flatrery, 
They that nere ſaw the glory of the Sun, 
Would think the Moon lights only parragon; 
39 ſuch, ro;:whom ſcarce a good face is kuowne, 
Meaſure yeur beamfull beauty by their owne; 
Whilſt, ſaw they but your face, As in amaze 
Theyd worſhip, what they wonder I fo praile: 
Coull you ( faire ſoule) bur parcell out you! 
graces, 

There were enough t*cnrich a thouſand faces 
ind lcave your iclfc ſuch ſtore, as (though you 


lighr, | 
Have madethem ſtarres ) you'q ſtill be Queen 
nighr, 


Bur hold my Muſe, my paper is halfe done 
And I have ſcarce her ſtory yet begun. 

But that would ask{r3tellyou whar I think) 
A world of paper, and a Sea of Inke, 

O: lake faid 1? Inke alas ! would make thar, 
A (ported fame, that is 'mmaculare, 

No, 1 wil! rarh-r never wrice at all, . 


FA: 3 WW 


Ihe: mcntion hcr,who is all-ſweer, in gall : 


' 


th 


4. 


Hee that the Bew-bell of her praiſe would ring, 
Muſt pluck a pineon from a Seraphins wings 


f And writc in Nefar till her fame appearcs 


An anthem to the muſick of tho ſpheares 


{ But to leave what only my with effe&s, 


My fancy to whats feaſible dire&s; 

Ilc rob the Swan of her white quill and then 
With the ſame pen-knife that I make my pen» 
Ile lance my purple yeynes, and therewith write 
Her tory, like her ſelt in red,and white, 

And when my bloud ha's all forſook my veines, 
Let mce bur be her Martyr for my paines, 


LD — 


_ ——— 
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To my Miſtreſſe. 


O lore me ever all yee powers divine; 

As I love her, whom hope perſwades is mine; 
Rich then and happic were I, this ro winne: 
A beauty, Heayen withour, and Heaven within, 
Had I the world (as 4lexanders heire) 

Left mee, 3 patrimony high, and faire _ 
Enough yee'd think , yer- 1 for allthis ftore, 
Excepr ſhee whom 1 love, love mee; am poore. 
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The middle Siſter. 


FAIREST, 


JD) Ame nature feems to make your Sifters ian 
As handmaids, that artend on cithcr hand; 

Te right, or left 1 curne not, Poers lay 

The middle is the beſt,and ſafeſt way, 

] view che Temples,and 1 find them three, 

Bar ſtill the migdle Temple goes for mee: 

Your Siſtzrs are like ban\s on cither (ide, 

WhilR you, che Chryſtall ftreame, berwixt then 

glyde; 

Tis light at morne, and when the day declines, 

Bur yer, the brighteſt Sun ar midday ſhines: 

Mcrhinks your Siſters ſtand on cither fide, 

Like Bride-maids, you in midle like a Bryde, 

Dodbrletla in you the middle grace TI ſee 

On this ſide Faith, on that fide Charity; 

My fancy ſeems to diftate to my ſence 

A Cawſway,ewixt two Ditches or its fence, 

The ſmooth and filent floods,in midle Bow, 

B i rthe ſhores murmur;cauſc rhwater s low, 

Agd now I tell you, but whe the werld knows 

Fall well, berwixt two Netles fits a Role, 
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AY 
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The joviall Journey. 


P Phebus up, and guild the horizon, 
For ove, and bceuty,are a progrefie gone, 
Stand not to gaze, leaſt thy too curious cye, 
- A fairer Daphne,in this Coach eſpic; F 
' And theu great Prince of winds, youchſafe tous: * 
The gentle guſts of ſweet breath'd Zepherus::n - 
Come yee auſpicious Choriſters of the aite; 
Ler theſe faire Ladies [ce yes premiſe faire, 
Cherp up ({weer Syren ofthe woods)nere feare 
Here is no Terexs, come be merry here, 
And if the duſ, it ſelf roe proudly reares, 
Some gentle Cloud rebuke it with ars reares! 
Ler the Earths green Pluſh, and floſcular Rarfes 
our Vye 3 : 
The brighter Orbs, of the froſt warning skie; 
Ler every brook preſent lone pretty toy, 
And eyrry hedge be lin'd with travellers joy, 
Grant fates, no inzuſpicious hare may chance 
. To crofie,yee,through unlucky 1gnerance; 
But as the morning,ſo the evening may 
Anſwer the beauty of 2 g lerieus day. 
Then Syn, Wind, Birds, Raine, Earth and flower, 
conlpire 
A harmony,next tbe Celeſtial Quire 
And when friends wter,be your en.braces ſuch 
As lovers, th2teuch minurs abſence grutch, 
Whilſt 81] chat ſee, $dmire your greeting bifle, 
As if the body mer tbe ſouls in bliſſe, 


Ts 


— 


To my Rivall. 
Preſenting my Mrs. Go!d upon 
Her Tourney, 
(fleeces? 


How now ( my heait of gold ) what mean thelc 
Haſt broke thy heart and & given it her in pecces? 
Oc did@ thou throw thy gold into her lap, 

A ranſom for thy ignorant eſcape? 

Wouldſt clſe be - in the liſt of fameenrolld, 

Te court thy loye like loyc in ſhours of gold, 
State-policic in faith, they wine the Towers, 
Thar ſhoot gold bullets at the Governours. 

Thou haſt good reaſon roo, ro uſe this fort, 

Of golden battery, tolo ſtrong a fort, 

Beielve mee, this was a well coyc1*d bayr, 

You hope, ſhee will in loves exchang repay'r, 

I hope fo to , faith it was ſauey ſport, 

Shou!lt you 14t get her portion morcgag?*d fort, 
T*may be you were in feare to looſe it, and 
Made an afſurance office of her hand, 

Or did the charmefull ſparkles of her eye, 

Dant your faint hart int” a delivery? 

Goe charge the county then, tor it was done | 
Jam yow w.tneſe beetween ſun, & ſun; 

You thar your gold thus ro a virgin yeild, 
Doubrleilea buſh had robd you in the field; 

How ifsom: cheit ſhould ſal: away her heart, 
And of her portion take thy gold in part 9 

Th's were a double miſeric, for then you 
Looſe both your gold, and your adventure. rgo, 
Tmay be you think you have good anchor-holde, 


And 1a her pockets bottom chryſt your $016. 
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Maidcns are mutablc, be wiſe, beware, 

The wind, & wavcs, nor more unconſtant Are. 
But you have balanc'd hir with gold, leaſt thee 
Sheuld ſuffcr thipwrack in her levitie: 

Faith you abule your ſclfe, and her much muE 
To give her monie; Give it toa whore; 

Fot I muſt anſwer tor her, ſhee don't carrye, 

The ncedy garb , of one that*s mercenaryc; 

I wonder thee would rake,” Bur *tis an old 
Proverb; that none but madfolke refuſe gold, 

Bur all the world ( ſhould ycu be now delcired ) 
Would ſay, A foole and's money is-ſoone parted 
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Vpen a Porter Catchi:g a 
Gentlewoman as ſee paſt by him. 


Laſt night a Porter , ſtanding by the pye,. 
Ar Algate, ſaw a handſome lafle cem by, 
To whome hee ficw with all h:s ſpcede rocourt her, 

I wonder, forſhee did nor call a porter, 

Still hee did bugg.and is. his armes enfold her, 

As if he meant to heave her on his ſhoulder: 

Hee wound her Jo , a ſtander by ſtrait ſwore, - 

Sw it gehtieman had tent him for a whore, 

She c:Id hin 2oguc,and lure thee cald- him right 
Ye her ſhie Mould not gocylware by his light 

Poricr laid 1 rike beece, though fl.ce be nor; 

Too b- avy,, firiah, ſhee may be roo hors 

Befides ſhee's of yuur trade, And free fhee beares 
As many biirrhocns as you for your  eares:. © 
1hov gh with this ufirence, ſhee beares Her pack, 
Vpona ler b- ly: y et vpen yeur backe. 4 
Yet both weare b:ggs, diſtihgguiſt the ſame way, 
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You have 2pad,and ſhce,for ought I ſaw, 
Was like enough to have a pad ith ſtraw; 


You have a Cord you do about you caſt *,, oy 
Shec had a cordie robe about her waſt; Tha 
Both haye your aprons.Say you have a frock, the: 
So ſhee hacs that will rime ro it a ſmeck. the 
Shees calPd ppon,and calls upon her too <0 
Sometimes & Porter ſuch a knave 2s you, Un! 
Bur } perceive you well wherero ſhe ply'dc No 
And had the fit come on you now to ride : No 
Jf not, you are a lafic leoby right, ” | Fai 
To ftruggle with a burchen wes lo light. Ne 
| | An 
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Ata Tapfters wedding. 


g 5 } will tell you now a prertic criek, 
-i This Tapſter , gat the wenchk juſt in rhe nick, 
+. -Shee was; ſtay there / Bur why ſhould | beloath 
# To cell the truth > ſhee waz, as light as froath: , 

£ Hence I perceive, the Proverbs ſumer[mes croſt, 
q.. Forſhee chars lighr, dees nor Iyc uppermoſt, | 
Shee.had been brogchrt a bungrcd times before, 
No marxer, he had rapt 2s many more: | 
” + Shce's modeſt though , as 'me an boneſt man + 

Shee blumhes, juſt like any Cedar can, * 

And cauſc (heel be a ſmirking regue, thee ſmea;e 

ſheel ſnatch the ſmiles from 811 the lapghing err, 
: Bur heres enough of her,lers kifſe rhe "Cup; "+ 1/7, 
- And ifher Huzband wont; weel ſtep ber up;,...: | 
. 1&s» for-his part, hee was ſo crank,hn geare #46 
. Out of his Codpcice, flew like bortlg eres -; 15% 
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| But ſhe hoping the worſt did clap herthigh | 
{ Cloſe to the-—— that.nere a, diop went by, * * | 
She was & thrifry wench he got from Wopping, 
| That rhought icfin ro loole the leaſt op COPY; 
theard ber ſay my (clic. though he ſhould fill her. 
Up to the br\m,be (hovld nec wanta Killer: 

She told higz of tis wenching too,and ſwere —- 
Unleſs ke left it , {he would quir his ſcore; 

Ner ſhould he ramble up and down'the Town 

Nor draw through any Faffer but her own 

Faith if you do, ({atd our an Oarh ſhe lafhes) 

Je find you out ameng your balderdaſhes) 

And if your tralops muſt not be forborne, 

Ile break your pots: And make you drink in horne, 
Burvend the jcaſt adding one more r'out paſſe it 8 
vec here the Spiggir's marrig' to the Faſſer, | | 


_— _—_— A—— ——— ha. 


Jummer. 


CNakes caſt their ghins, and hey are young 2gia 
- Summers ns ſubRtance, winter the caſt #kins -/ 
ummer is Youth in ſpright! uipage, 

Winter's decrepir mae nfcl f by p 

Sof's aurear betmes ſo guild the worlds vaſt Rage, 
Twere ſmal} miſtake,to calt the golden age;. * 
Summers all praiſe, wharnecd it then a Poet. (ir 
ts Ipesk ir faire? fince who kfow nought clſe,knew 
I might imibellifh ſummers ſweer complexion, | + 
Call Winger dearh; Summer the reſwredion,! Tt 
42nd when wy cale with all my artis told, i 
mTYDAtwill the world conclude my news, but old? 
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Nor is it more then children uſe re ſay, 
A ſummers evening, is a winters day, | 
Bur .lle abruptly off, and what 1 have, 

Begun abſurdly , as abſurdly leave; 

Leaſt I goe ſcale the ſpheares,aud blinde with ligh 
get in a cloud & fimply ſay, Good night; 


bn —— 


In prayſe of winter. 


Hy and Age inhabir the ſame ſpheare , 

Winter is the IOW yeare: 

Grave fgniour Hyems, ſo his hoary pate, 

And ſnowy beard, denounce his aged Rare, 

See but how like a ſtatlye traveller, 

Northward hee co nes; Autumne's his harbinge, 

Thar bids the trees unmaſk , unueyle rheir creaſty 

That he may read ſub niſfion on their breaſts; 

Whilſt their green ofpring lowly fall, to gre 

Thc porgnt prelence of bis Gable feer, 

The gawdy bankes pack up alas! here comes 

No midwife A4pyill,to yunreeme- their wombs, 

Nay here the {ſhowr*d dewne waters, ſtand am#z, 

Rivers are Chryſtalin'd,Neptun-s ball is glaz'd, 

Spouts have their pendents, paulcry thatch ny 

Tranſlucent Chryſtall, And adorncs kis Eaves, 

I z1a's afablc, bur 1 here preſume 

To juſtific, that Zove deſcends in plume, 

And that the ſtupid Earth may know he comes, 

The oy ſcnd down whole ſhowers of Sugn 

ums, 

Whilſt ftreers are pay*d with Pearl: Ler ſummet 
boaſt 

Such pomp, ſuch cates,and all my praiſe is loſt, 


But 


(67) 
But here's not all of winter; you ſhall ſee 
His proyidence for mortall wights, whilſt hee 
Locks up the graine in bolome of the Earth, 
| Till Cexcs blefle ic with a thiiving birth, 
gi How would the blade endure th? Aolian tugge, 
But winter guards it with his ſnow-whire 1ugge? 
We may conclude hi: power, in that he can 
"7 Enjoyne the &'ps a pennance as a man. 
The ſaucie Duſt cteckr intro mud,and mire, 
Merits no mention, our reports are higher: 
| San mer brecds ſurters,and infeas the bloud, 

Winter is haile 2gaiuc,and makes all goods; 

I; beauty of eſt-cm? then winter can 
| Boaft, hec abſtergerh Summers freckled tan 2 

Eadies ſo {pruce to captivate mens fight, 
' Borrow March winds to make that ſpruſeneſſe 
white, 
1 Winter makes mcn coura gious, whodare 

Dance upon Thetis Inpar midſummer, 

In Suramers dayes eycn length, and lazinefſe meer 
winters Ire not; The P:oye: bs,ſhort and ſweet, 
Theres nene ſo bad to be caii*4dog-v3385 here, 

No no we moye not in ſo baſe a ipheare: 

No icorching Sun effends, any man may 

With a good faggot make a Summers days: 

Whar enterrait ment to a winters toaſi? 

VVhar C lriftmaſle, pray, can 7u#c or 7gly boaft? 
Summer alas hath no Zolian breath , 

To reſcue his periſhing ſouls from death, 
Flame-colourd hearth, eycn readyro expire, 
Looks pale as aſhes, Sol purs our the fire, 
Trees ſtrait are lopt then and their verdant locks 
Borrow'd, to border ot the Chymanie ftocks; 
Ser our with trunks of trees, ſtumps, armes and all 
As if the Chymnic were ſome Hoſpital); 2 
In winter time the hearth ſtands alter wiſe, 
And men with hands erected facritice, 
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( 68) 
Whilſt in around the Priefts of Bacchus fing 
Ingenious Anthems,to theirgrape-crownd King: 
In winter men at cold mcat make a pitſh, that 
In Sommer they are glad of ſuch adiſh; " - 
Winrer hath boyld, and bak't, and roaſt, Ala,! « 
Summer rurnes men,as men de beaſts, ro graſk} au 
VVinter makes warres of teaſe, who would ner thuf, 

If peace and plenty have no praiſe, then whyr? | 

I might enlarge my ſelf, bur thus farre may, 
Suffice ro travell on a winters day, 

VVho Jikes nor this, a gods name ler him run 
Our of Gods bleſſings, into the warm ſun, 


q TVhi 
Upon Yorkſhire Ale. ſher 
= 
| Ox take your 7:kſhire Als 
P Ie did ſo firk my - oy 
Thar thar I kad like beſhir mee; : 
Beſides, ſodamnd a tumour . Tt 
PoffeRt its divelliſh humour, Th | 
As it had a!moſt ſplit mee, . 
2, 
Do 
Now hang thee tike of York, yy 
Thou giv *ſtys neither Cork, 
er yet conyenient wedges; 
And know'ſt thy wylie wort, 


Is wont to make us ſquorr 
Over a thouſand hedges, 


(69) 
3, 


Thar men ſhould fic and fuddle 
(n ſuch a fink of pudd!c 
And ro, and fro [s put her; 
(ſuch Ambroſia ſucks 
Company of Ducks 
Our of a filthy gutter, 


4+ 
or my part Ile get bay'r 
nd in my belly lay'c 
Having drunk this dirty floud: 
\Vhat ere my palat feeles, 
ſhere canner but be Eels 
VVhere rhere is ſo much Mudde, 


Jo 


No mar! ſuch nappie ſtuffe 

falling Band, and Ruffe : 
Throughour che Citry, haunts if, 

\Vhen I drink any more, 

Then call mee ſuch a whore, 

' Asile call her that launts ir, 


6. 
Doubtlefle the men are mad 
VVhere water.may be had 


That ſoop ſuch naſty gore. 
Some call't a 2emed y 


dpainſt the ſtone, bur 1 
Have laid a ſtone at dure. 


(+ + 4 
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To humou: palats, But for ane alone | 

Give mee your dcaling ard your drink right down, 
Have at thce then (my boy)for a blyih pull, 

V Veel wrap eur noſes up in thy Lambs wool: 
And when our Cups advance a loftic hemme, 
VVec'l hum thee up Fovn of Hie/uſulem, 


The Poſtſcript. The 


To the pr. cedent Poem. Con 


Ur whai? your angry, twas not my intent 
To ſlay the Lamb: or hurtthe innocent, Thi 
V Vhiſt / whiſt for ſhame / leaſt people as they paſe|z,, 
Say, Look yee there dwells Ba— la and his Als, Nay 
Come Fack be wiſe and thy ſelf ſober keep The 
And thou ihale be mine Hoſt,when they are Sheep | an, 
Tel them the reckning twice twelve pence a peece'y et 
J le warrant thee that thou ſhalr ger their fleeces; 
And ler them then come, 8nd laughthee to ſcorne 
VVhen thou haſt rurnd them our, like ſheep ney] 7g 
ſhorne, 


In Commend ation 6 


Yorkſhire Ale. 


\y/ Oman be nimble, and ler's ſee rhy craft, 
My early ſtomack craves a morningsdraft; 
Bring me that Indian por whence l may lipp 


The NcQar of black Cleopatras lip: 
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Oc — 


To my right well reckor'd hot 
at the Lamb. 


| ne hoſt, or ſhepheard which is fitter title 


Since you keep iheep,though in the barly pytle; 

They ſay, ther's many a well provided ran mc 

Comcs go rurne of his horme with your ſweet 
amb 


The fallow Ewes when the Tups are fled, 

Set toot,and ſweare theyle drink all weathers dead, 
This though,is much complain'd of, that you keep 
in old brown Curre to worry all your ſheep, 

Nay more, as ſcmae report thathave been there , 
There is a kinde of magick in your beer: 

ind Hocus pecus drawes it too, or elſe 

ſkturnes your ſheep to foxes firſt, And then 

A game at Noddy, Theres your ſheep agen: 

dure Cz7ce taught thy Cup this cunning charm 

To mecameryhole with ſo little harm, 


Bur ſtay ! you keep a Scriv*ners ſhop mee think 

hazy for pens ,and beſt bere, ſerves for 
nk; 

Yhave clarks roo, and induffrious ladds, for fore 
Run, making of Indentures all th' way home. 
Elſe bedding with the Lamb, they rub their eyes 
And ſhake their Eares,and with the Jarke they riſe, 
Jle come and lee thee faith mine hoſt, perhaps 
Bring thee as many gueſts, ns thou haſt raps. 


| Then wormwood, Succory, Scurvy-grals, - & Sage 


With Eemon, ſhall advance in Xquipage 


"T9 


| Swiles in the Yuwiic Alc, whole mirthfull boaſt 
Makes cace turac Marciaer, and hither fſaile © [ 


(72) 


The marrow of Mz!t: where che nut brown rof 


To court che confines of this famous Ale, 

This noble Ale,this moſt ſubſtanriall lignor, 

That chears the Stade, and makes the Genioy 
quicker, 

Ideors a ſhip board fick, accuſe the Seas, 

Whilſt their own fowle ſtomacks are the diſcaſc 

So fooles pick quarrell with pure cleanſing Ale 


Becauſc ir doth Sir reverence wring their taile; 
Mee thinks this Ale,and the old wite agree, 
Se well,as Here nad her Nurſe I (ce. 

Would but good fellows meert,our daylie club 


Should a& the Sifters at the Danaen tub: i 


Bur ſtay, 1 fcare,while 1 thus idolize 

The ſhrine of Ale, I but enhance the price, 
Be therefore this ſufficient to be ſaid, 
Alive tis Ale, And Aqua vize,dead, 


pI —— 
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Upen a hnngry gutted Porter, 


NO maryell Chapman falls ſo to the ſcrap, 
The firſt, and beſt parc of his name is chap; 

Which if a man bur ſpell, he eafily can 

Perceive,more letters go to Chap,then man, 

Yer this is all bur mirch,alchou h perhaps 

He may conceit I rake him on the Chaps. 

Well it x do, my froliek is ro ſwap 

My nimble breigc, againſt his nimble chap, 

.Yer this by way of leaye ile adde,a more 

In fictiog poſter neyer kept a dore, 


' »”" F . 
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(73) 


How ſhuuld he ope 14? for hee never heares 
| [fir be rrue, The belly hath no cares, 


w— —_ 


E. B. To his noble friend, that gave 
him a new paire of Boots, 
and Gloves, 


——— — 


© 2 08; SE OONEENRY © © 


\ 
[T Neyer drew on a compleater Boor; 
By bluſhing top makes me top gallant,and 
Me thinks 1 deon beds of Roſcs ſtand: 
Nay even the very leggs do ſcem to owe 
Their orient tincture to the Sannes of Boy; 
Nor can 1 think but Fove-Lov'd- 74*s hide 
Was purchaſt, te compleart this Ocrcan pridc; 
Who harrig been the thunderers Curteſan, 
. | Blufkes'to crib it with the Calves of man: 
1 The wax was borrowd from the Lillyes bed, 
And the three Siſters ſpan, and cur the thred, 
The Byor in the exacteſt mode doth ſer, 
All (in a word)from top to roe is near, 
A for the Shoemaker 1 can only tell, 
For one hee never ſaw, hee firs me well, 
YTeur Gloves too make me ſpruſe, as Fobs a Gant 
Proteſt (ſweer Sir)you are right Cordevant, 
or you have given mee Boots, and Gloves to 


o0t 
What ſhall 1 ſay ? y'have bound mee, hand and 
foot. 


TR... 
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—— — 


A. B. to his ſhoemaker. _ 


Girra looke to'tl ſhallreduce your pride; 
Rip up your roguaric and tew your hide, 
My weather long ſhall apr a time for rh*nence 
To fircatch the latchers of your logger ſconce. 
Yeu were too high ith'inſtep, Vm atraid, 
Your lottinefſe will ſoone be underlaid; 
C1iſpine couchr in a ſhoemakers diſguiſe, 
Cauſe none ſo baſe to chear inquiring eyes, 
Y<rto fir mce ſhould Cr;/pix come to doc'r, 
Ci1ſpine , by Jove hee came bur to my foor. 
And doſt thou wretch ro reach this hcad of mint, 
Muſter thy brullels as rhe Porcupine 
Her quill'preſumprious rraſh, 1 could afforl1, 
Toſcnd the challenge to the cutting board; 
New vampe your magners*, & more modiſh bee, 
Lecaft Peter ſtreatch you on a erofle graind trec: 
Where bring once ſer up, tisten te one, 
You'l find it harder to come off, then one: 
Villian avant, henceforth nere locke to have 
The lengh of my foor,fince y'have plaid the knayt. 
Noe noe, | view your bill and there I ſee, 
The very place where my ſhoc pinches mee; 
Bur make your marker pray of what is paſt, 
Fellowbelcye't of me y've had Your laſt; 
And that the world may ſce incyery line, 
I firr thy foot, as thou haſt fitted mine. 
Thus 1 in fac tranſlate thee, goe, extend 
Thy baſc ſpun thread, ro make a Coblers 8nd, 


yu 


ſe, 


(75) 


Vpon his giveing a payre of ſhoes to 
' get the former paper anjwered, 


Cilly, and ſenceleſſe, knockt there heads together, 

['o ſorge a fooliſh anſwer, knowing neither, 
To whome, nor how, only they would b'lurt fotth, 
Some thing,rthat men might ſce their want of worth, 
Ile bray you in my morter fooles,and then, 
Make yee a paſtime for the worſt of men, 
Incorparate yee veſlells, baſc abſurd, 
With Album Grecm, and the Divells turd, 
Compound yce up into a pocky pill, 
VVith C. & G, & D, & Sallcperill, 
And Saflafras, whilſt all that ſec yee, ſhall 
Say yce are rogues Alcxipharmacall, 
| hope it ſhall ſuſhce, when have brought, 
Your bodyes into aromes,worle then nought; 

Some fiſhwives kiſt your fancies,raught ye prate 
The rabuluus diale& of OR gate, 
And yet I lik't your taile timber for it, 
Came Juſt tn time as 1 had liſt to (h-— 
Sans Ceremonie then end theſe Jarres, 
You and your-Poet after kiſle mine A— 
Bur didſt rhou thinkup to reveng to climbe? 
By a pore mercenary, hacking rymc, (ſtretch, 
Or that thou couldſt thy letherne purſe-ſtrings 
Varo the latirude my Braines would reach? 
Away , poore foole / when my keene ſatyrs com, 

with your hat, and ſcrape your anſwer,mumm&6, 

Should ſtthou buy lines , to anſwer mee thou 


Vdewcite , till't coſt thee all the ſhooes ith hep, 
M = 
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Alice Goffe. 
A poore woman taken ſtealing ſoape. 


wW hy how now woman? what's the newes:belike 
You ſerve'd the grocer bur a flippery trick, 
T'was very cheap, nay marry you mult thriye , | 
If wee pay ren, & you get under five, 

Burt ſtay they ſay the grocer rurn'd his eyes, 

And you ſtole, both the cuſtome,and exciſe; 

And well cnough you did, bur a rope | 
The miſchcife lyes, you ſhould have left the ſoay, 
You made waſh way with'c, being bur a reach, 
Bur have a care, ith end 'tmay coſt a ſtrearch, 
You know the broverb, ri*s as true as old, 

If the one chance to ſlip, rhother , will hold, 
Alas you never could haye ſtolFPne a badder, 
Commodirie, Sope brings you to the ladder, 
You think to have*r with a wet finger , bur 

A- cleanly theife had better be a fur. 

Come, Come, ſtay the hoggs leiſure pray, I hope 
Ax goed as you doth waſh with Lincolneſhrie ſope, 
If you ſteale ſope ro make your clothes ſo fine X [- 
Youle bring your ſelfe, as well as them, to 2} line, 
Yer I confclc, twas pictic goody Goffe, 
Stealing goo ſoap, you came no cleanlyer of. 


(77) 
To my Noble Friend, 


His after-noon your rideing Bootiand bonds, 
ay good grey cloak,and Gloves came to wy 
ands; 
The Gloves were trim , the Cloak moſt purely 
fceles 
The bands, and Boots have ryde me neck & heel, 
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To the ſame Gentleman deſiring 
verſes upon any price and on 
| is ſending mce a 
| new Sust, 


= out vpont ! what price Þ pray doe you 
| think? 

A peice of paper , and a little ink? 

If you like our poetick merchandiſe, 

Traflick, and your acceprance is the price. 

For mee Jthink it even in juſtice, meer, 

t, | So long as you hnde Boots, that we finde feet; 

' WrFin aword, your Jove retuznes with ours, 

; Our ſuit accepted was, and fo is yours. | 
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To a Schoole maſter. 
In exu/e of Lis Scholler G.Green, 


THis duskie n orne the youth was overſeen ,_ 
Pardon good Six, inuwth the boy is Green, 
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To my valued friend: A New- JERr'S 
gift. 


Hi I but Mydas Chymick tuch, 

My nel years gift ſhould now be ſuch 
Europ ſh-uld it admire ; Bur 1 

T3lk of Larks in a falling sSkie; 

In ſtead therciore of hopcleſic pate 
Deyne bur acceprance, and my iclfe 

Am your oblation, but alas / 

How thall this guift for current paſs? 
Since whar I here preſent unro you, 
Being given you long a goe Iowe yoll; 

| Since then our gifts prove cmpry diſhes, 
Weel furniſh rhem with wholſom wiſhes: 
Our f1: t be this, where cre you cone; 
May you bur view, and oycrcome; 
Weed with you yonger brothers wir, 

- Burthat wee {ce y'abound with ir, 

| May thee that moyes your an,orous thi: ft 
= Bc wounded, and your pril'ner firſt; 

©. Ard let her unconcealed fires 

> Foment your temperate defires, 

>: May fayoring heaven, lend her no refit 
Onany Pillow but your breaſt; 

And when glad Hymns holy wine, 
Hath erhor Lilly haad in thine, 
Then let thine armes at once enfold 
Faire Hellens face, and Dances Gold : 
M3y all her care, and ſtudy be, 
"Tolove,and be belov'd of thee; 


- 
FF . » * 
% Wo C£3 % 


4 = 

- f. 

W_;- 
as. 


And 


wc wad we wm 


(79) 


Ad toetetnize mutuall fayour, 

H ayens make her ſuch as thou wouldſt have her 
I envic,any foes ſhall make yec, 

B: this their curſe, A Good yearc take yee, 


/ 


AL E. 


+ this that Ale to which the Dyers flew 
So faſt , ro wadd their Copper noſes blew, 
Bidding old Ringo Cur-throat bere,adicw? 


T hen give ns Ale, 


I« this that jolly juyce, thoſe bowſirg brats 
Soakr in, And on their ſhoulders ſer their fatts 
With Rams-hcads,ſpitc of Rainbowes in their bars? 


T hen give us Ale, 


Is thi: that Yorkſhire Aufte did fo confound; 
And ſend a way the Weavers ſhuttle crowne, "#8 
That they could neither finde nor teel the ground®? 4 


"T hen give us Ale, - 


Is this that temple, where the weavers lay 
To meer the merry Merchants,gay by day, 
And doublc Ale their ſingle ſtuffs away? 


T hen give us Ale. 


Is this that ſo much talkr of Northren hum, 
For which both fimplerons and ſages come * It 
ls this that Lewtatan— tanta? lo — burma. | bl 
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Then give ns eAle. 


Ts this that Ale that makes you dyers be 
S2 oft from homeppray tell ine where were yec? 


S 1c. 1d allbe hang'd that from: their Colouts fl: 
They give us eAle. 


Is this that ſame that did ſo much beſor 
The toaſted Comberyas he quite forgot 
iS oWn, And now calls for the other pot? 


c 


T hen give #s Ale, 


Yea give us Ale, for now | finde it true, 
That M:r.hants, Weavers, Combers, Diars too, 
And all thc world, this liquor turnes trucblew? 


Then give ns Ale, 


As for your Poct his unfcyned wiſhes 
* Hre,thatthe Occan were ſuch Ale as this is, 
That yee, and all truc trouts might drink like 
fiſhes, 
| T hen give ns Alt: 
And for oI'd Margerie that Northern minks, 
-Ebr my part, ſuch Ale as ſhec brews, ſhee drinkes, 
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FT Aft Fryday,ro my neighbours hcuſe } Rep, 
4 mn ſ-e what Hospitallity he kepr; 

Soon I eſpid his Chi@nic like a Maiden 
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ublefc, and blcath, on)y herein they ſever > © 
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In the green ſiecnefſe, with her colour fading, BY | 


numme Palſic hath, and that a Feayer;*- ; © 
n N. ighbour-/ 
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| (C 81) 
Neighbour ſaid I, your Chymnicsto be ler 
Why (Sir)quoth hee, you ſce no bill ont yer; 
Well then,taid 1, to put you out of doubt , 

I guelle ſo, cauſe your fire is going our, 


To the World. 


Ome ſay Deucation made the World 
| Reps pulous, with ſtones he hutld 
Orerhis ſhoulder; On my life 
Tis falſe, Hee hurld them ore his wife; 
And eycr fince *thas been the faſhion, 
So to hutle ſRones in generation, 
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O. P. to A. C. that over/eld him a Horſe to 
pay him at the day of bis marriage , he 
being contratted and to marry With 
ia ten dayes: O,P. not area- 


ming of any ſuch matter, 18 
We, 


4 

WHy how now Jockic? whar ups n the Carch27144, 2 | 
Had 1 ſ{uſpe.d yours, *thad been no match... 
Look how the Proverbs eroſt, yuu*. haſtily buns 3 
To marry,yet not you, but 1 repent. _ .. - we || 
| How have my ſtarres my creduloys kopes ſtil} craft? 97 
You ride a-cockhoiſe: 1 muſt pay the Poſt, z: 
Hence 1 the ercomc: of th2 canceitcſpir, 44 
Yeu were though cloſe, as ct upor't as 1 ; 4} 
1 But 7 had ſnic}r you Cui.atid ficpryeum eapieg I. | 
» Fad 1 tad 25 tr uch torccaſt a5 my berſe, 'n 
PV hat vv ll mer. ſay to when this Purys to)e? : 4 
ButJ ard aiwy lofs,cu twp and klein 2 
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You have my monie, and I hope with ir 
That | have paid for both your horſe,and wit" 
Whilſt it muſt be of all rhe world confeſt , BurT) 
Oa your fide a good bargaine,mine,good jcalt, Yynon 
But don and pait, 1 ſhall reyive noftrite, 

But take my beaſt, Sir, as you take your wite. |—— 
Who.n herein I preſume 1 make my debtor, 
You, double paid,muſt do your work the better : |Pſe 


la brict tis thus, neither betrer nor worſe ; 
You up, and ride,and I muſt hold your horſe. 

Whilſt 1 conclude as lad experience reaches, 

N »t only you,but your horſc over-reaches; 

Burt "twas ſo cloſe,ſo lighly brought abuur, t 
N-i. her my horſc,nor 1 could ſtumblc'r out, i» 
Y.r thus much might be ſpoken on my fide, Be 


Scl:ing your horſe,who'd chink-you meant to 14? (Th 


Burt twas my etror to conceive you lackt Co 
A Nag, your wife I hope found one well backr, _ | Ne 
I might have lookt him inthe mouth I ſee, Ye 


Neither your horſc,yor you arc over free: In 

My bargain, Sir, was bad,and you have done mee |} 

Some Injury. with n.ine own horſe Your run mee, | A 

Bur yer if your civility extends 

To tis requitall, we arc ablolure friends; 
© Since you arc hce, whom I did ſo confide in, 
FE Yu'l only lend mce your old boors to ride in, 
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Upon the name of the ſame horſe 
being calies Butler, 
Urler / why that ſounds draft horſegbut I fee 


{har thou cagſt icaice draw thy IKggs aitgz! 
thee, _ 


But , 


( $3) 


But yer thy crafty Maſter laid a ginn 
knd thou, and hee, made fbift ro draw mee 1, 
ButTroy will tell thee theſe are things of courle, 
Synox could do it with a wooden hol ſc, 


EEE 
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PleudoPoeta in 4 paper of falſe verſes 
invezinz againſt Tantalia for her 
lyjeing tales; 
Hall I condemne Tentalia, and not you? 
Her tales were falſe, your yerſcs are not truce 
be gentle pray, you ſcem to have forgot 
' | The proverb,whilſt the kill upbraids the por, 
Come, yee are guilry. both,ot overſight, 
Neither your verſcs, nor her_talcs are right, 
Yea I could ſhow you too as many (lips 
In your falſe frer, as in her falcering lips; 
Bur 1 excule yec both,tor you perchance 
As well as thee, did it in ignorance, 


Veniam:pttioous dabimuſque. 
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Upon kis Picture 
Frefix# to his A munack, 


WF baſe aſpe& is this? didſt thou deviſe 
'Y This haggy look , to be thought weather 


wilc? 
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Gy pfies doc juſt the ſame, they get an 311 Di 
Ang counterfeit complexion, that's their zkil, Th 
J:ut thou, as thine owne patron didſt advance 11 
his front; A lye hai nced of coumenance, a 
W hence, by the by, no wiſcman undertales, | Li 
The patronage of any almanacks, W 
Yer 1 durſt ſweare, ther is, if truth were known I 
* Nothiog in thine, but the fooles face thine own, 
That preface falſe and foul nor is that yer In 
Thine owne, bur like the reft they countert: ir, Þ, 
But mum 1, fince I have lately underſto« de , T 


Thar you with the fowre hundred prop'1c lie gock, 4 
Yerthus bj way of caution, rake heede how, _ 
You tellalye , And ſct a face on*ctoo, 
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To Mr. upon h;; 
filly Epitaph in print. 


Bo didft chou pump this Tamentablc Nuff. ? 
J Preeſt the lines are pirtifull cnuffc; 

I'ty' arc ſo:rcwhat ſhallow, but if thou wouleſt keepe 
T; 

nmortall, let th* ingraver fink them deeper. | 
Thou, for the funcral), didſt thy verſes ſorr, 

A m a doc ſugar plum*, ſome long, ſome ſhore: 
Twas goodluck though, they to thearle w. re pin'd 
Elſe being lame tha'd ſure been left behin'd; 

But have a care; teaſt with affront you greer, 

Tie collcuell, ro ſend his wife a ſheer; 

Surc (h:c was rich enough, ro I:ave be hinde her 

D. le. gatc Nufe thin thy towle fhoyt, to wind ker, 
PE F N. 
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| Yeu. * was well conc Cavouthit with thy name, 


| Ithick ſo too, the divecl a verse was right. 


{ The muſes never dwcillin Silly Howlſle, '# l 
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DiJ' thou intend this fing ſang to her henow ? 

Thoud'it paid the Sexton,x thrown dut upen her, 

]heu thuuldſt have lighted tos why diſmall daſhcs 

At the ncxt torch, and cry &aihes to aibes; 

Thcn, as her preiſt, or p «ct chouſe you whether, 

]hou'dſt bury'd tame, and body both togeruer, 

Had'ſt thou ſoopt ſack, it would have brought thy 
chyncs, 

In berter tune andrteught thee lofrier ry® es, 

But «h ! thy, muddy fancy (howes me clear 

Thou ſta»4'it among the b. ggers, ſcrv*u with bear, 

Thou*yft better brouke an cl giak jeaſts 

And made an affidavit mertra iſt, 


Leaſt honeſt m:n ſhould ſuffer for thy ſhame. 
Thou ſay*t thy belly ſhakd when thou diſt wiit'y 


Win my ill fortunc's dead, and 1 would laugh, 
[le ſcnd torthee to jerkean Epitaph. 

Thow wouldſt be buth a Puct, and Attorney, 

Alas thy braines won't ſerve thce halte the journye 
Wouuld'it be a port and atturncy? Harke 

Whar I a.!'v {c, Icarne fi tro be a clark, 

bur here's enough ; hee that writ this, hee knowes, 
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0+: thc Gur:- powder treaſor. 


N w. fools ſhow think yee is there not a God3 
Azk but your backes, that ſazait with your owne 
red. 
When ye prepai'd this cup, did yce then thinke,, 
The d:cgs thould bethe d1aught your ſelves muſt 
d1ii.s ? ...& 
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Doubrleſſe, yee'd nor have dig'd ſo deepe a pitr, 
Had yee but dream'c your ſelves ſhould hanſell ir; 
Bow black was this eclyple? what mean't yee by* 
A flame, and yet no light; twas hell fire righr. 
VVas ever vulcau matcht with ſuch a hornc? | 
Bur hee that ſate in heaven laught yee ro ſcorne, \ 
V Vhat art one blow both court and comnons  pith 
*Twas bura fallihe, a Cal gula's will 

Yea bur falle fire, by heaven the touch hole was, [ 
So ſtopt the flame could not to th? barrel} patie, 
Bleſ: be the churches great proteCtor fo1*r / | 


'Twas yee gave firc,bur wee gave the report, 
Infernall angells bght with Gabrell, 
And heaven it ſclte ſeemes undermin'd by hell, 
But O how vainely the black brood of nighe, 
Martiall their mates againſt the lonnes of light ? 
Fear nor Bethu'iz, Holoferencs ſhall), 
Be dead drunk ,and by his owne fawchin (al). 
Goliahs boaſts are breathlelle, mercilefle Mydian*? 
Muſt buckle to the brandithr blade of Gideon.(knock 
V Vee need not fearc, nor'care wee though hell 
Our temple's builr on an impregnable rack; 
Preſcry'd by previdence, Babellsbratts may kick 
Bur never move our heaven bxr candle ſtick, 
Tis Rome muſt ruine Rome, tis not yuur ginnes, 
Are able co cnl(nare us, but our finnes: 
Puffe till yee pant againe, alas! fond foe, 
You doc bur athes off our alters blo, 
And whilſt your. hell hacht plots, your hate reveal 
You don't extinguiſh , but infl-me our zcal. 
Fhe wind,rhart ſhakes the boug h«s,faſtens the root; 
And you confirm us, wii'ft yee goe abour, 
Thus to ſupolant us; ruſh ! yee doe but hence, 
Endeare 'us to cur God, for new defence, 
But would you be reveng'd? then thus ler'c be, 
Plot ſo, as he that made the cyc, may 'nr ſee, 
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4, And praid hira there transfix his keeneſt dait 
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To the right honourable the C, of 
US 5 T 


Proms/1ng a Gentleman her Kinſwoman 
177 724111192, 


MAD A n, 


He charmefull language from yeur lips giftilld 
My ravilhr cares with heavenly mulick fIV'd, 
Had 1 led Loye unto your Neeces heart; 


His being blind would have lefr him exempt 
Ficm-penalty, And charg'd the whole arrempt 

On my accempt, whoſc byldnes durſt aſpire 
(Prom-theus Bke) unto celeſtiall fire, 

Twere iccriledge, and juſt ſuch,to bereave 

Diana of a Nimph,wicnout her leave, 

Or ſteal a ſtare frcm off his region 

Whilſt Phebe fl. pt with ber Endymion, 

] had been fellon to your honcurs bleud wo 
And ſtylne a cignet from ihat royall floyd. 

Had not yourgrace fi. ſt given me my book 

The goldcn Scepr:1 of your gracious look, 

But now with hu: ble confidence I reſorr 

To this faire ſttcam,having y our warrant for * 
Only let nie befecch your honour that 
You'd ratifie it with a ſecond dare, 

1] hen being 21n;v with this encouragement 
My ncxt aadichlic is tothe Lady vent; 
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My fortuncs balance, on whoſe only breath' 
Depends the {eracnce of my life, or death, 

If ſuch a match fclicitate my life, 

Ne treat her asn,y Miftice though my wile. 
Ie fudy what may phaſe ker,and contend , 
With fate, to mukz her happic to the «nd, 

As for you gratious madam )deigne mce ſtill, 
The-cleai bcames of your Jadyſhips good will; 
So ſhall 1 be afwi%d what I cemmence. 
Shall;ipnc in ſuch ſun light :r:fluence: 
Meant while no thought ſhall frem my breaſt ariſe 
Burt what I darc preſent as ſacrifice, 

Thus ] returne wy (elite ro both, whilſt ſhee, 
Policfle my heart; your grace con:mands my knee. 


— 
A — ——_— — —— A— 


'The weaver. Memento mori. 


N honeſt weaver willing ro make ſucr 

"A His ſoulc and body with arts ligaiuc, 
Betooke him tv his trade , and having got 
The knack oat, knit them on a weavers knot, 
Bur death a craftic merchant found a brack,, 

\And ler kim plainely ſee r'wauld hould notack, 
Here's ſtuft c quoth hee, alas rwill ſcarſc be worth 
The lking on, when | have laid it forth, 
Where & the treſh gol. is this the lively red? 
You ſpake of? tath cis faded, fi:d, and dead, 
Alack,and well a day the weaver laid, 
Haw dearly have } for this colour paid? 
An yetir gives you no centent, but J, | 
Poore } muſt It, ruſt kave wy work and die, + 


k 
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Al! mee impartiall death whcre thou doft ceme, 
Thou either curſt of, or concludſt the thrum. _ 
My beame 15 ftrorg, bur ſtrengh will not previ 
P ly al's !pcare luur as my bcaine did faile: 

My nimblc Curtle flicting here, and there, 
Picſents my Ii fe's ini flable charaQter; 
Mtk but how [wife it to its cxit tendes, 
$o flectly fly wee all unto ow: our ends: 
J: purs but forth, and at its port afiycs, 
So dorh our death begin excn with onr lives, 
My glob: like wh:el abcur its pole is huild, 
Juft as the hcavens arc rapt about the world, 
And twining to my filling boy behind me *? 

is winding pipes, docs of my wind pipe mind mece 
I hee Nang Aill } muſt not work, if theaire, 
Fill not wy pipes my work will ſoon impaire,' 
A conſtant motion to my trade belongs, 
$5o nature hath her loome, ny breaſt, my lungs, 
Þ'y bloudy her poſting ſhurle ſwiftly flies, 
Tirough the trait conduirs cf my arteries, 
My purple veines her warping is, my baire 
My tendons find, my neryes her tackling are, 
My ſolid parts, my able bones are lems, 
dppointcd beams, ſome holdfaſts of her loome 7 
find thus in there owne Jomes doe all men weave, 
And women too from cradlc to theire grave. 
Nor ceaſc wee all a buye a winites breaths 
lill wee be rurned out of worke by death; 
Thus from thoſe inſtruments by which Jrarms 
My livelyhood, to dye 1 likewiſe learnt. 
llooke but on my ex<s, And [can read, 
Inth: m the ſeperation ot n y thread, 
Is laying of my ceulours, ſtill 1 found, 
© loweſt, a mem<nto of the ground. 
c. he faſhions teach mee fince they keep no ſi2y, 
Hr faſhion ofthis world pa..cxaway, 
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Come then and wellcome death I haye enoug., _ 4 
Of this vaine world , lts fraile, and druggie ſtu This 
Can tempt mine eyes no more , come fetch n 
home - 
Ile give my life , for death; my loome fer Icme ), , 


_ Koa 
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To Conſtantia off 


et others ply rhe oares t'wixt doubrs and feares|The 
For Iam paſt thoſe rocks, thoſe rydes of tears, 
My ſullen ftarre is fallen, warr's paſt , and 1 
Laiden with trophies of my yiRorie, 
How doe I blefic my fare that 1-did meet ? 
With one ſe faire, ſo faithtull, and fo ſweer, 
My humble knee bowes henceforth to ro ſhrine, 
( Though Yeaus were thy rivall ) bur to thine, 
Happy my deareft, happic hee may lye, Y 
Vnder the tropick of thy gracious eye. 
Nothing but death ſhall my firme faith remove, {py 
Nothing bur the cold flurc ſhall coole my leve. [Ei 
The Gardeon knot thatcould not be unty d If 
By art,did Alexanders ſword divide- P 
Our love knor's faſter,nor ſhall armes, nor arts |\ 
Vnlink the chain of our vnited hearts. } 
h 
| 
] 


The noon-cyd ſun may chance run retrograde, 
Andas a Daphne follow his own ſhade, 
Heaven may deſcend tro carth, And carrh aſpire 
To Heaven, And water be at peace with fire, 
Fiſhes and fowles may change their elements , 
And take a plory in their new contents. 

Bur when I faile, bur when I ceaſe ro loye, 
The center ſhall frem irs fixt baſe remove; 
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VMhe fircames (hall bac upon there fountaines run» 
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fVhen I divid the thread our loves have ſpun, 


This I conclude a poſhbiltie , 

[may forget my name ; bur never thee, 

Ceres cicxle ; whether art thou gone, 

See'ſt not eur hopes into full harveRt growne? 
Come booneſt Bacchus,come Jert's have a health, 
To eur beſt wiſhes; love hath ſtore of wealth, 
View here our vintage, fee. our bleſt increaſe, 
Of fyclling grapes that only want the preſſe . 
Haſt Hymen haſt, for wee niuſt find in you, 
The end of our dcfiies and verſes too, 


To Fovino. 


you bull ir Sir as if you meant a prize, 

VVith milo ar the boyine exerciſe, 
Puſh forwards your good motion Sir, you may, 
Encreaſe my landlords cornucopia, 
bur to ſpcake naked rruth they ſay thar you, 
Doc not 11n to the bull, but to the cow « 
VVhere y-u your ſelfe in manner ot a bull, 
Doe give Europa her white belly tull, 
And as 1s fit you ſhould havecing gone halyes 
In getting,now you helprto keepe the Calves, 
but haye a care St, Stephens wide gates are near, 
Tou'l run your ſelfe out ere you be aware, 
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The FLEETS. 


T wiſhes greet The Navie of the Datch 
T he Engliſh flees 1] all good fortmnes grutch 
May no ftormes tofſe Vantrump 4nd his Sea forces 


T he Harp and C roſſi c Shall have wy daily curſes 
Smile g entle fate TVpon the Dutch and Dane 
VV ait their eternall bane: 
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Upon onr State 
Attend all health The (avalering part 


T his ('ommon wealth. 1 wallew ng a fart. 
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To adrunken Porter reeling ints the 
Ring to wraftle with a T 4 lor. 
V 
bh4 hey por- valiant Porrer, friend, | feare, 
That you have ſomewhat more then you can 

| bea re, 
You make mee laugh to ſec you face and crack, 
You puppie,I ceuld beare you on my back, 
Outof the Ring unleſſe you were more ſtout? 
The Tay)or ſwears heel fling ,or cnt you out, 
|fou ſtand ſo waving and ſo tottering, 
As if there were an Earth-quake in the Ring, 

And eye the Taylor, as you would adore him, 
| [Yare fo devour you ſcarce can ſtand before bim, 
Do you not heare him ſay it ſhall go hard 
Bur at the fi ſt rouch hee'] rurne up your yard, 
Nor will he uſe aquartcr ot his ſtrength 
To meaſure all your quarters our art leygth, 
See but his ative "ſour, and able limb, 
Porter I ſee youl never carry him. 
Go wraftle with yond trce you dizzie crowne, 
More need to hold you up, then hu le you downe, 
Had you as many leggs as any louſe 
The cyes of Argus, Hands of Bryareus, 
| All would nor do it, for like Po/ypbemey 
You would be run down in this drunken dreame. 
And in the turning of a hand be found 
As ſure as louſe in boſome, enthe ground, 
| Cord firſt his hands and feer, Then if you can, 
4 Stand teor, and throw the ninth part of a man; 
Bur your athlerick art's nor worth the trying 
| Go go a man may ſee where you've been plying 

| | raye 
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Braye ſport, a Porter , and his fox turnd looſe p 
Tencounter with a Taylor ond his gooſe Fo 
Thus I perceive tis fatall to us all jul 

After a luſtic Cup to take a fall, br 

Ir 
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To a Brewer that promiſed mee a Stagerln 
Tongue , and diſſapcinted ma, |)" 


N 92” your «F/opick markers Sir, what?you?l L 
Your ſclte be Brewer , and make mee the fool, | 
Faith Sir you ſhould not nced your word to break | 


Ime ſure your btere wont make a Cat toſpeak. l 
Come come let's hat,wirhour a tongue, 1 vow 

That I will never ſpcak good word of you. 

Are you lo politick to think by failing \ 
Mce of my tongue, you do prevent iy rayling? 
Belecyc itnor, Sir, | can cant my wiong y 
Like injurd Phylo:nel without a tongue, } 


Tongues are unruly members bur I ſee 

That you can rule yours, where it ſhould befree, |] \ 

Thus te be fool'd, and baficd all a leng , 

Twould make one ſpeak that had but half a rongut | ( 

Bur I perceive the reaſon now my triend ( 

Your tongue is faft by the roots ith Chimnyes | 
end. 

I muſt for peace lake, pocket up this wrong | 

And keep my handsof , becauſe you keep yout | 
rongue* 

The rongues a two edgd ſword, and by the cup 

Of my contempr, ] ſcarcecan pur ir up 

May the Staggs hornes be grattcd on your head . | 

Till J have the Stags tongue you promiſed» - 


a 
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uy furic flames ] feare } ſhall cre Jong 

Like Dives need _ cooler for my tongue 
For it begins } ſce to teare, and rend 

juſt like a womans rongue that knows vo end 
brewer be ſure then that you ſtand aloof 


[nlefſe you bring your tongue under my roofe 


May "Mk you'l ſay Ah at you have none, bur J 
im fare. y'r one have told me a divillifh lye, 


IThus am } faine to vindicate my wrong 


ſn wricing, becauſc I have loſt ny tongue, 
7am pateris telis viluera falta tis, 


ol, : 


|To this Brewer jending mee balfe a dozen 


—— 
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FO:QWes, 


Wt. judge it jaft thar we diſtend our lungs 

In gratitude to you that ſent us rongues, 

Wee were a lictle too Jong rongu' d bur you 

Have made the tongues fit for our mouths Sir, 
now, 

You ſeem to make us double ropgud, for wee 

Expected bur the halfe of what wee lee, 

Our skill in Ph iſick ſaycs the Staggs did die 

Of feavers for the tongues were hor and drie, 

| But wee to waſh down ſuch conceics, did make 

Them ſwim in beft Beer for the Brewers ſake. 

The be aſts that loſt them ſhould notbe more brute 

Then wee, if we ſhould offer ro be mute. 

And where as wanting tougues we could allow 

Bur paper praiſe, we cry a largeſſe now. 

Thanks rhen thrice bounteous Sir, Twere ſin if we 

fhould I rc where your tongues arc ſo 
CE, 


To 
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his owne and wins, 


The Sceene JackaNewbery. 
Yare but a Zack by Zach a Newbery 


To overcharge your lelfe, to injure mee 
Be nar ſo greedy, you two, and I none ? 
The time may come youl find exovgh of one 
Neither had been of our dcfires bereft 
Had you but had your right: and 7 the letr, 
Tate heed you play not <f/ops dog whilſt you 
Covert the ſubſtance, and the thadow : 0, 
Truſt mee | muſt reſent this injucie 
To ouerdoe your ſelfe to undoe mee 
Tis baſenellc in the abſtra& greedy ſinner, 
Having thy belly fullro crave my dinner, 
Bur | perceive my talc is to no end, 
For thou wilt burſt thy felf ro ſtarve thy friend, 
This folly I have oft in childrea known, 
Either two peeces, or they will bave none, 
And hereto the 1 may ir well appl; 
Tis berrer fill wr” belly, then thy eye. 
Traitor and theitthoy, ſt rob'd mee of my Jewell 
Bur for the atlde end it ina duell, 
And faith I muſt too, come the woiſt event 
Thar can tis but fix moneths impriſonmenr, 
And what is thatro mee fince I muſt be 
Her Priſoner eycn in height of liberty, 
Say death enſue wy challenge? ſhall I doubr 
To dye for her, I can not live without: 
Faile got this after noon then to mect mce 
Preciſe at fower,at Zack a Newbery 
Your weapons what you plealc; unleſle my fare 
Oppolc, Jo ſcnd you home by Cripple-gate, 


- 


s , pot fr 
To my (irange Rivall, ſervant to the Sifte 
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10a Gentleman that promiſed, but 
{tiled , to meet meeat an 
Ale= arapers. 


Ow halfe an hower paſt fix, and more,& faile: 

Tour friend, a ſecond time ? Come give us alc; 
Are you all diſappointment, is your frame, 
nd fabiick only ſuch? Go ferch the ſame, 
VVhat ! was I borne to wait ? upon my ſoule 
You wrong my patience;womangfetch a Rowle, 
Your ations are unhandſome,withour bazle 
0: mainprixe, y'are condemn'd,'go ferch tnore Ale: 
Shall we looſe ſuch a morning ſuch fair weather? 
Go (fairh)even fetch a brace of pots together, 
Look, if he ceme yet; we are ſure of theſe? 
Not yer in fight ? goe fetch the Holland Cheeſe, 
What? you don't ſce him yet; well, we muſt call 
For other diſh of Ale, ro waſh downe all, 
March in my black-brow'e pors; untill ye and __ 
before mee, like an «Ethiohtan band: 
Faith, I am now in, goe to,trye,if yee 
Eclipſed beauties, be good leachery. 
Come then, and give nc liproome,ſhall I nor 
life your black lipps? why? Ladyes kille the por, 
Yes I muſt kifle,and friends; for it appeares 
My wrath hath;made me pull ye by the Eares, 
Excuſe me, pray, if I my fclfe forgor, 
For all the world can tcll, I love the por, 

id therefore this doth my content beger, 
Though I had no luck, I had pot-luck yer, 
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To an other Gentleman, that ſerved 
me [uch a trick, 


N Or yer,nor yer, and yer the Chymes done going} 

Some _ » and Sugar boy ! come, let's be 
oing; 

My dctieeioms big,come fill away, 

Hope is an Anchor, Anchors make us ſtay, | 

Hamboroueh like, untill the Clock ſtrike few 

] mean to drink, tz delicer rill two; 

Nay I'me reſolved, if | be alive, 

S:nce lam in, I will nor our til] five: 

Then never grutch at what {y cre you heare 

J am no waiter,burt where there's good cheare. 


Sir, I am none of thoſe, that can digeſt 

Hopes falſe conception; Boy, fetch the beſt, 
Hope is my iflue, wherein I'm brguild, 

You got it, pray, then anſwer for the child; 

Tf nor, you muſt, nay(fairh) you ſhall, be witting 
To pay the Nurſe; And that is juſt rwo ſhilling, 


C——_ 


"WEEK. . Minh 


Toa Philomuſe from whom 7 received 
a Peper upon the ſame Subject 
and by the ſame Poſt, 


WE! my good Cof, what the ſame fiſh 
Thar] was fiying? fairhi'de with 
Ts mcer the ofrner in my diſhs 
The proverbs, gocd witts jump, we both deſign'd 
The plor, y<r meither knew cach others minde, 
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Bur didfſt not think it ſtrange to ſee, 

My part borne in thy Symphonie? 

Tru mee 1 marvelld nuch art thee, 

Nay under Moyrphers you complaine your Mzſs, 
Mine under Saturne, Not a pinto cbos/e. 


Well fare thy pen ! recald to light 

This plor, that elſe had flepr in nigh; 
(As dark as Faux his Lanthron) might 
(Should we neglect ſuch mercy)us include 
In as high treaſon, dcep ingratitude, 


Bey godamercy for thy ſonner, 

Let all Papifts aeſcant on it; 

Whilſt all Proreſiants vaile the Bennct: 

Bur for this time ile lerchy praiſe alone, 
Leaſt having writ to0:; I bcſpeak mine own, 


'd 
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At th: Floriſts Feaft in Norwich 
Flora wearing « Crown. 


Entl:men welcome Flora ſayes ſo too, 
For thee had had no teaſt now, bur for you; 
Oacc in a ycare Appolls deigns a ſmile, 
_ gravity ir {clte admirs a guile; 
| Mechanicks have their mcetings,and as off, 
As the ſnake tooth to taile rurncs,ſing a lofr, + 
Bibbers Carowſc it ro the god of Wine, 
And eycric bird will have his valentine, 
Bur I had ſav'd my labour of the reſt, 
Had 1 firſt ſaid, each Angel hath his Feaf. 
How I. have been negle&ed of late yeares, 
To you, whom 1 my judges make,appeares; 
I ſhall not ſtand to tell you, ſince the ſceds 
Of diſcord, Iam aporpnns with weeds; 
| = es 
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And juÞly verific the jokes of tho'e The 
Who ſay, between two nettles lits & roſe, "Jour 
Am not 1 Oueene of Zepbyr*s familic? The 
And my rich traine, the earths embroderie ntl 
Are not wy daughters the O!ympian cy es? On 
V V hole more then rerrene luſter, ſtcllitics oy 
The muddy face of Ops, courting your view New 
VVith colours, ſuch as 1xjs never knew. The 
VVirneſs the feilds, luxurious in my ſmile, Spe 
Preſents the country every day a guile, [ Arc 
Bur ruſk ! I come not hereto feaſt your cyes Th 


V Vith fimplcs, ſuch as ruſtick foppcries; 'Ty 
For what alas ! arc bottles blew, or white, | 


Th 

Or travellers joy , to cittizens delight? 'Th 
Ih 

Hence, ruſtickes,hence yce perry plumes of May, |ar 
Thovgh we*lth and beaury of the ſpring, away; Li! 
This teaſt tars not with you, noe theſe are they 13, 
Shall crowne the tryumph of faire Floras daye "y 
The {illy and the roſe, ſhall nut be ſcene . iy 


Amongſt us,chough of flowers the King, & Queene, |7 
Nor th, humble vzolet, Theſe, moſt lively, wee 0 
Canin the garden of your vertues ſee, B 
Hence geldy-locks, though hand maid of the ſun, 7 
Here's noronme for a pot Companion z 1 
Save iuch whole pors puft up with richeſt cartb, 
Are the {ucna*s of a nobler birth, 
The immorcall Amaranth, ſhall nor here be howne {11 
Nor hee, who fancy'd no face but his owne: | 
Thete ate our toyes, our trifles, But now, wee 
Ccms ro uncabincr our treaſurie, 

Tbs Juſtice and rhe country gallant rco, | 
As plcdges of cur loves preſent wee you, 
The gpaniſh, French, and Welch 'nfantes we 
Commend for their unmaicht varietic, 
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The painted Lady , ( thiok it thoughno raint 
Vato her beauty, for tis natures paint) 
The rare Diana, not thee whome we find 
Inthe wild woods, nor, this is garden kinde; 
On wi:cm a man may looke , and, {miles importune, 
Wichour the danger of a horneu' tortune, 

Next this ſweet dame, There's the Begrowenere, 

The lovely Comans, The pecriefic Graypreve, 
Speckemakers white, Taunies cumbers cornation 
(Arc lowers which noth ing want but admyraticn, 
The 1ruryy, mullion , and the Baſjudike 

Twere plentcous want of wiſdome notre like; 
The faire A.nchia , the Nymph Raya!l, and 

The Turks cap, the adonis, the Le orayd, 
The Huzeunn's Appeiles, and French m7ble, 

Are ſuch whoſe praiſe, a phylomel ſhould watbie, 
The Oxf0id had atrended on the crowne, 

But that to tell you rruth hee*s our of rowne, 
Here's the gray Hu!o though, and white Cornation, 
» {Would challeng more then common commendation. 
 tThe Vannerkey, the black 3pcy:all 

And C7y/tall roo, the mirrour of them all, 

Both #1gg0ns, low, and lottic, 4ngelot 

The Stranger, the Catcw/ſcy, and what not ? 

The Duke of venice prelence here you ſee, 

And Yoyk the flower of the nobilitic, 

T bus gentlemen hath, F /ors told her ſtore, 

* [If you can find a wiſh yer ak for more, 
And yer ( propitious ſoule ) before you leave her, 
dhee vows to bring you in the Prixce's favour, 

Had yee but met, when txlops were in towne 

dhe then had given you every one a crowne. 

Bur did I call the Lillie king of flowers ? 
{ Our of all doubr then theſe are emperents. 
If thoſe be ftarycs then theſe are planets ſuer, 
Fiheſe þyr ſhine; thoſe ſiwples are obſcure. 
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Heres colour upon colour, you may ſcek 

A ficld ro match the graces of one check: 

Bur I ſhall add no more, fave only thus, 

That here Compariſon is odious. 

Ceres, and Bacchus, ,promil*d tobe here, 

And the beſt brewer ſent us in our bcre:; 

Sincc —_— acicher wants Bcer, Wine, nor 
uct, 

Flaggons -" flowers ſhall flow at F loyas fesſt, 

Let chearly Cups crown a carowſing day; 

Ambroſe ſhall broach,ye the 4mbroſoa. | 


Your cyes ſee Flora's heaven and that your cares, 
May tcaſt too, hark Apollo moyes the ſphcares, 


The Song. 


c Tay ! O ſtay !ye winged howers, 

> The windes that ranſack Eaſt, and Wet, 
Have breathd p-rfumes upon our flowers, 
More fragrant then the Phenix neſt; 

Then ſtay ! O flay ſweet howers/thar yee, 
May witnefle that, which time nere ſee, 


Stay a whilc,_ thou featherd Syth-man, 
And attend the Queen of flowers, 
Show thy ſclt for ence a blyth man, 
Conie diſpcnce with a few howers: 
Elſe wa our ſclves will tay a while, 
Ang make our paſtime , Time beguile, 


This day is deignd ro Floyas uſe, 

If yec will zevell roo, to nighr 

Wee! oo the Grape, to lend ye juyce, 
Shall make a delvge of delight: 

And when yce cant hold up your heads, 

Our Gardenhall afford ye beds, 


| 
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AnEP a P H. 
Upon Oliver 0 dead drunk. 


HE'c lyes a Lyon, and a Lamb, 

Sweet, and lavage,wilde and rame 2: 
Courtcous, carclefle, Poorc,and proud, 
Man,and no nan : Litle,and lowd: 
Childrens May game; hne, forlorne, 
Courtieis conlort : Commons lcorne; 
Kind, and curriſh, would ye know 
| Whol m:an? ris Olzvey O, 

That companion baſe and boon, 

| Sers and Riles with the Syn; 
Thus in brief his excrciſe 
He pip:s, dances,and he dyes, 
And when paſſing we can tell; 
For he rings out his own knell, 
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Upon his ſecond time being dead drunk, 


Oc here, Twas rufle, 
Dead axthe bere, And with : puffe 
Was drawn laſt yeare: Out went the ſnuffc, 


And C:fhnd up, Alas! how ſoon 

In a loſt Cup, Tis alter noon? SR 
Lyes, litte hcarr O, This morning hee'S; -** 134+ 

Who like a fart ©, Was companie” ©, * Ef ia] 

Did now depart 0, For thee,or mee; 0, © *£ 
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I nd rooke Burt P-—0O, 


A hc Spaniſh ſmoke, Nomore but lo; 

Mme his poke, Tis Olrvry 0 

As it he meant Lers ove: [ce 

Sir, by conſent This ſcap* for hee 
Te tune his pipe O, The truth to tell 0 
Bur bring ripe, O, Till he was mellow, 
Began to type O, Was a good fellow; 


And ſhall co morrow morning make's approach 
As quick, and lively, as the freſh abroach. 
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An Epitaph wpen a Weaver, 


Ere Iyes a Weaver, whom that Turk 
Ang ryrant, death turn'd out of work, 
Pozre fcllow he is gone, what though? 
Hee*s our. of bonds w: uld 1 were ſo. 
Alas he ſold Chamelion ware, 
By which he ſay'd ſcarce ought bur aire, 
Gone, quoth hee'! pray how ſhould ke Nay? 
Such gaine w:ll drive us all away, 
Well, twas a ſad aud ſuddaine change, 
Pand yer ro me ris nothing ſtrange, 
For trading's dead, and wares will give 
No price at all,how ſhould he live? 


mm 


An Epitaph. 
Dedicate to the Memorie of 
Dr. Ed. Cook. 


Nſlace your Caprive flouds; whar, can ye "keep** 


Buſt? 
"$3 


Your cycs from teares,and ſcce the Marble weep? 
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Burſt our for ſhame, or if yec find no vent 


F ill you can forbcarez weepe then to/ſee; 
Your ſtupid hearts more ſtone, then Nyobe, 


For greife, yer, ſtay and {ce the ſtones relent3 


———— — 
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0n goodwife Plaine. 
HF with out cirher welt, or gard, 


Serle the earth againe, downe plaine, 


On VW* 6. 


' 


VVil. the [wearer's dead and gon, 
V Vhether?you may guefſe anon, 
Fay hee is inheaven J dare nor 
Jn that ſacred place they ſweare nor. 
VVhere then ? not in hell, no doubr, 
For heed ſweare the devill our, 
What muſt they become of him, 
Does hee neither ſinck ner ſwim ; 
Heayens forbid , wer ljudge the beRt, 
And conclude his ſouls' at reſt, 
Of his oathes, hee did repent him, 
And his conſcience do'unt rorment him: 
And hee thall ( heavens mercy crav*'d ) 
By Gods blouvl, and wounds be ſay *d 


—— 
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In memoriam Roberti Dey 
Pharmacap. Norv, 


= utc bath no' hol. of etcernitic, 
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\ 


Lycs goody Plaine in the Church yard? 
( FreſÞ in our memoryes, till the nexr. raine, 


A great ſwearer but litle har, 


Y " * 


$.Parremour is dead, that men may ee, 
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O thar my teares were legible thar ] , 
And my lad muſe , might. weep his clegic! 
Nor wichyin ſorrows weeds attend his urne, 
It not for his; yer for your ownefakes mourns. 
Remember cirtizens, yce uPd ro fly 
To [ue our your reprives from death, te Dy: 
Whole {alutificrous magazine 0: artes N 
Was your chcite Saxtuary againſtdearl?s datts, 
There, feeble nature in a trice might be, 
Arm'd againſt all dilleaſcs Cap ape. 
Burt hee Is gone, and in a good old age, 
Tooke his caſm2 Exit of a turbulenr ſtage; 
His death as harmelefle as his birth,from whence 
His years were crownd with double innocence;)good 
V Vhilſt wee,(for ſo perhaps heayens have thought 
Are lefr, to write our ſtorizsin our bloud. 
Time's ſyth hath wounded him, but hee hath got 
Such /emper-vivum,as hce feels ir nor, 
_ VVith faith, hope, charitie, & contvition 
He made up his Celeſtjall compoſition. 
And withan anftious name hee mixt 2 Ro!!, 
Ot Graiza det for” his wounded ſoule: 
Now his thread yeilded to the Siſters knife , 
For Aq#:-vite hee drinkes water of lite, 
Much might unto his praylcs ſpoken be , 
And only this one truth ; namely that hee, 
Even Dcy, the true Apothecary was, 
All thar ate left, are bur ſynoyma's, 
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10 ihe perperuail memory 05 19 ever 


honured Cozer Mr. E, H. 


| V4: Fhis ſad marble lyes, 
 IN@euces prides and beautics prizcy 


Such * 
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Such, fo ſweet her accents werey 
As would charme a Syrens carc; 
Such her modeſt mode as fhce-» 
Taught the rurtle charitie, 
Jaſumme a more vcruous wife, 
Never ſwcerend husbands lite. 
To conclude then, all was ſhce, 
Man could wiſh, or woman be, 
Who lycs here, like treaſure found 
Not above but uader ground. 


= Legacie to VRB ANIA 


an un worthy Cittie. 
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Ccirty ingrate, nay worſe, bur lle include, 
All your good nature, in ingratitude, ” 

Wellfare your coſtly ſwordes which vow yee wou d 

As faine encrimſon in my inocent bloud. 

As ere yce wiſht m* Crycifige accept you ; ab ! yuu 

Hoſanna cry , and boſenecha too : 

Js itin this ; in this, ] pray, 1 wrong yee 

To ſpend my lelfe , and my cftate among yee? 

Jf weary eps ro make your Citry flouriſh, 

It head,it hearr, if Purſe employ'd to nouriſh 

Widows diſtreſt , and orphans be a crime, 

* Grant heaven no wortfe offence take up ay time, 

# Bark op black mourthed cnvie , yee as hoe, 
Attright mce, 8s the Syrian wolves, the-moone: 
Nor doe } envic thole, have ſoughr with coſt, 
The honourable trouble, ] have loſt; | 
Lord filly heart with thanks, my mouth with praiſe 1 
My haires way yer ſee halcyon dayes ; t 50 
God gua.ds mce till, though T*'ve ne ſwordes & | 

; tdavance, 

1; \ Though no fipc cap , God is my maintenance, 
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In Hono rem Poetarum. 


Hoſe poore-conceit is that 
That Poets ſhould be poore? 
They talk they know not what, 
Alaz! they wiſh no more, 
They have Enough in that they [ce 
Comtenr is worth a monarchy, 


Do-nort the facred Nine, 

Come daily to their houſes, 

And break their faſt, and dine, 

Aud iup, and ſoop carouſes? 
Who calls them poore then,thart are able, 
To feaſtthe Muſes at their rablc? 


Yee goto Pocrs, when 

Y oat .dearcſt frietids be dead, 

They'give them lifeagen 

Though they be buricd: 

| Tis Grange then, Poers ſhould nor live 
Thar rhus can life ro dead men give, 


Yea all the world muſt know, 
Save thole ro truth averle, 
he ſwaine was caught to plow, 

By. Viiguls fertil verſe. | 
tis firange then, he ſhould needy be, 
Found out the art of Husband: y, 

Ri>ſie was rich I trow, 

V Vholc Poems did enfold 

Thar whielymen hunc for ſac, 

, Thc arr of making Gold; 

: + He bad the Phylefoykick lone, 
Sure heegmult then bs riC 1, or none. 
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Yes, donot all men ſay? 
Pocts dare any thing: 
Pray was not noble May 
Calld brother by a King? 
Ner is it more then true report, 
Saty'ich liies have hang'd a ſorts 


Euiidice could tel] 

That bcing ravithrt hence, 

Bold Orpheus ranſackt hell, 

And reſcu'd her ttom thence. 
Yea verſes lo Magvetich are, 
Thcy fetch the Moon down trom the ſphear. 


Nor have they only power, 
Bur gifts of prophelic, 
The moſt celcftiall dower, 
Heavens give moitalitie, 
Sure then they can't want coftly Cares, 
Being Oracles and Potentates. 


They that have moſt, ſtill irch 
For more, more baggs to ſtuffe, 
V Vhilſt they are only rich, 
Can ſec they have enuffc; 
Hw poorly fools of Poets prare? 
Come, they arc poore, whom God doth hare, 


Princeps, & Vates non quovis naſcitun anno, 
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Man. 
\ 7 Hartime 7-hova hcaven,& carths Creator 
Had fully fin/flt the world vaſt Theater; 
He b:1ngs up Man, and gives the world to ſec, . 
. © His cu.3ous art, in their Epironc: wW 
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V Vhich but in man, he in no creature would, = 
They bur of Simple, hee of Cum pound mould: His 
They bur «ft bodyes only doc conktiſt , Tu 
In. man a bodic, and aſoule contriſt ho 
His bodic his baſe parr,carth repreſents, Th 
His hcaven-breathd ſoulecarth's ſoulc,the elene'rs Th 
The ingredients of the world arc water Airc, M 
Earth,firc, ſuch man*s ingredients are, N: 
Your leave, And thusthe {cmblance I rehearſe , A 
Berwceene tne great and little Univerſe, 

His bead's orbicular , like the circular skies, {| 
Whoſe lampſ meer rivalls , in his oricnt eyes; | 
And as tis heaven moſt like, tis heaven moſt neare, | C 
Reaſon ſwayes her majefticſt ſceprex there ; T 
Thar divinc gueſt that makes a man, thence all A 
The ſenſes borrow their originall ; G 
And as their ſole and {upreme court, repaire, A 
To maniteſt their virtues in that Chaire. 1 
Nor © .ay [ here forget that comely front, | 1 
That ſolurpriſes all chat looke upon,r ; 1 
Tholſc lovely lincaments,thoſe goodly graces, 


Arrend the ſweers of well proportiond taces 
What wonders nature in his tongue commences, 
The inſtruments of delicious ſcnlics? 
Which wee beyond cxprefic oftimes, refreſh, 
With: rapſodies from that ſmall filme of fleſh, 
How right heres Pax and phebus? whilſt our cares 
Are part:all gwixt cur yoyces,and the ſphearcs: 
Sor tine tis full, and makes his yoice' as loud, 
As thundring roating frem the ſhattered cloud. 
Bur let's goe downward with his heires and ſce | 
How :t does with the piles ef grate agree 
The number well concurres, in each wee [ce 
The numerous foor ſteps. of a deitic ; 
+ Borh the cect of moiſture; who {s ſcckes 
The Reſe, or Liliie , they ſo blow in his-cheeks ; 
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Nay what can you preſent, but hee commands, 
The lively tranſhape, from his Protean handes? 
His bloud is like the ſtreams that xo, and fro 
Turning, and winding are, the center through; 
ſhould 1 here ſwell my ſtory, to preſcnr 

The office of cach chord, cach {zgament 

The Nerves, the tendons, and the Arteries, 

My L.te would be tco ſhort to finiſh theſe, 

Nay there's no m«cmber, butinicl fcc 

A theame of wonder to crernitie, 


| And yet this body wee can't prayse enuffe, 

, | Compare it with the ſoule ri's ſordid ſtufte: 
Ther's not ſuch «ference, Cwixt the ſorric caſe, 
And 1cwell; r'wixtthe mask, and the faire face: 
God made mans body after all the reſt 

| Add after thar inſpir'd the ſoule the beſt? 

| The bedy from the carth the duſt ,'aſcends, 

| The incompounded ſoule from God dcelcends; 

| T')s nor the fleſh, but in the ſoulc, char wee 

Ailu: c the image of the deitic. 

The bodie*s ſubjeR to nort alirie, 

The ſoul part of the living God can't dye. 

Natures :p»oiored time of change reyolyes, 

And it into his elements deſolycs; 

His native hcat does to the fire repaire, 

Watcr to water breath unto rhe aire, 


Lye priſacrs till they render duſt ro duſt; 
Meane time the ſoul, her natiyc ſtation keeps 
! In hcaycy; whilſt aature in her cauſcs flceps, 


The boaes, 'and parcs that are more ſolid muſt 
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Par nulla fieura GCebenng. 
T 
Ccurſed Topheth ! how ſhall I define, V\ 
This diſmall dangeon, this ſad Cell of thine: | V 
Sodark, ſo duskic, ſo devoid of light, | T 
How ſhall ſee to draw thy pifture right? ' S 
VVhart Colours ſhall 1 grinde? Colours (ſaid I)  » 
Thou art all black, black as Proſerpines Eye, 
,Deep,.& declive, bencath the dead Sea is | Þ 
& Ina blinge hole, this thy all black Abyfle. E 
> Thy pirchie Pallace, where the chearly Sun | ] 
+ Nerecomes, as. our of his commiſhen:; ; 
+. Nor lends the Moon ſo much as one odd night, | 


> Toqualife thy carknefle , wich her lighr, it 
 VVhich we bur fleep by > Nognor all the yeare 
Does one ſmall ſtarre. on thy dark front appeere, | 
Thuu blackeft Moore ;.ask but thy Danaaz traine? 
Their tub. raſh tells thee thou art labour-in vain 
+: Goe ask [xion clſc,or him whoſe Kone | 
+ 'Garhc rs nomalle, thicy all conclude in one, | 


2 Thou the true Negro art, and Patentee * 
Of uter thades, there is no night bur rhee: 
The darknes the' Dp yprians felr , was bur 
A type ef thine, 2nd but roo fairely cur: | 
Tratavrrous Tullian, how thy tra is trod? 

To Baalx/bub , knight of the black rod; dl 
” Whoſe haggie haire, curls into ſnaky rorts, 
More rertible then ports poore peport«: 

His ghoſtly, yea his griflie 1: oke, is ſuch 

My f.oſe toſakee mice, if 1 thinke on'ypauch? 


| 
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His hornes,the pitch fork is, where with he turnes 
Thoſe broyling Sccletons, he ever burnes 

In fla;ucs chat never thall be quenchr, but hark, 
Tralk cf fizmre's, and yer I call He) dark! 

Flaies } confefſe there are, but black,not bright, 
Yeatheic is fire, and yet no fielight; 


Fowlc fcind ! thy noſe is like a Come! of 
The rayle, ot ſome prodigious Mctegr. 
W<l! may it ſerve thee torthy red hor purr, 
VVherewith thou deft thy ſtifling ſulphur ſhirres 
Thy footy Eybiowes, arc as black as coales, 
Smoak: with thine eycs,thar flame like Oven holes 
Mane while the Corners where freſh Brimſtone 

lics, 


Prerend a yellow Jandyſe ia thine eyes, 

But *ris the black, thc black(hend)is thy griefe, 

Bur thy diſeaſe admirs uf no rchete, , 

Thy mouth like rzging «#rna. yomirs fire, 

The furious flakes ct thy unflak't defire, 

As much attractive, and as merciletle, as 

The 7 tires honer headce ſurnacec was. 

Thine arrres arc firie fettcrs that embrace 

Thefe monumcnrts cf mileric whoſe ſad caſe 

Thou duſt nor p ittie , though theugh ſeem a 
while, 


A 


To weep upon them, like the Crocodile. 

Haye you not heard of ſmoaking Sodom 2 ſuch 
His breath's , But Sodom ſr 08k's not half ſo much, 
His veynes are ftreams of ſulphur : His loud lungs 
His bellows; And his hideous hands his rongues; - 
His black,and melancbolly bloud conraines 
VVorſe vencme, then ere lurkt in Ceatanrs veines, 
And by his cloven foor, 'tis plainly ſhcwne, 
His Kingdom run's vpon Diviſion, 


Theſe 
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Theſe are his titles- The UVyfathom'd Gulfe, 
The Roaring Lion. And the Raging Wolfe. 
1he ld Beaſt of the Forreft, The Annojer 
O: Chriſtian liberty, The Deſtroyer. 
The Moriall Exemy of alli an kinde, 
By theſc an ſuch like rearmes is he de find; 
Father of Falſhood, Feeces of the Cup 
Ot Condemnation who can ſumme thee up? 
O: ſer thee forth, No hand can cre cftc& ir, 
Unlcile that hand, that captiy'd thee,direRt ir, 
Envyeher Enſign on thy front diſplaics, 
And ''ke the Bafiltth at diftance flayes; | 
Thy Noſe ſteep as the Alpes parts two deep Cell; | 
On this fide, Hatred ; 1 hat fide Malice dwells, 
And caulc ſuch beauty ſome preſervatives azkes, 
Shame and C on/ufton are thy conſtant masks, 
Bur leaſt my «harkole faile ro finiſh thee, 
Thou art rhic form, of all deformity, | 
As tor thy vallalls, thus begin their evill:: 
Their entrance firait transfo. mes them into Devils 
Their enterrainment will be {uch, as they 
Shall fice ro death, Bur dcath will flye away? 
Hard are their haps, fo vainly ſhall implore 
A deadly requiem, at death's deatned dore, 
The tortu1 ous worme,that gnawes their conſciences 
Doe's like Prometbeus vultur never ceaſe 
Cuiſcs arc all their hymmes : Their parched 
throats, 
Cant Lachryme in lamentable nores, 
Their Dirtics, blaſphc mics, ſcreichin their ſtraines 
Howling their rune,whoſe burthen greifc ſuſtaines 
V Vith fighs, and fobs, gnaſhiog their recth,they | 
run 
Their dolcfull acſcant,and diviſion: 
VV«ll knew, our Saviour, Fudas ſad cſtate* 
VVhen he pronounc's his birth infortunate; 
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Alas! theſe ſufferings are inſufferable, 
Yet miſt be burnegalthough they be not able, 
dad isthe ſtrength, thartis bur lentus to 
Suſtainc the Atlas of a-greater woe, 

Ot tables tond, and fooliſh,Poers tell, 

] het Hp: ule went, and returnd from Hell. 
VVcll niiybrt he gocybur if he cre return'd 

To tl] his reartivall : He be burn'd, 

Hee that comes to this place,he muſt diſcuſle 
His Ex:!, with a Rtoutci' Cerberus. 

Alades night, and Orpheus mirth,muſt faile, 
They can not 'painſt the gares of H:1I prevaile, 
No ho, c vi bicating cut the Durgeons deep, 
And the vaſt wall cnvyrons it, is ſtcep, 


| Yergrant ut {cal{blerbere'sa dreadſu)! More, 


Ninc times ſurrounds it that will bear no boar: 


| Son, ſuch a Gulph '"twixethee, and mee,doth floy 


Thou canſt not hither, nor we thither gue. 
Dcſpaite, and dyc,heope no revocarive day, 

Since thou art banit.r into Srila, 

Yee thar crink the worlds Lech ,torgert Go, 

Sec here his Scorpions , and his flagiig ind, 

Yee jeſted with «dg'd tooles fince Mcrcyes heele 
VVas lead ; Bur Fuſtice bath a hand ot Ree], 
Depart ſaics Chriſt, depart wrerch from my ſight, 
Into the boſome of contuled Night, 

Hurry him hence : Head Jong him down beneath, 
To the black vally of ctersall death, 


{ Think net wretch I con mand thy Curtainescloſe, 


To apt thine eyes toa more [weer repole; 

No ! Hells hard ſcrvic'd Centinells, muſt keep 

Continuall watch, and never, never flcep, 

Nor be relciv'd: No Cixceas lullabies, 

Shall be of puwer to charm their damned eyes; 

Think now, profaneſt liver, Dobur think, 

How thou of this ſo bitter Cup, wilt drink; Aa 
all 
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Call in thy thought and bur confider well 

And tcll m: now, but what thou thiokſt of Hell ! 

Didrhou lye waking on a bed more ſofr 

Then downe, plackt trom the Rayens plume , how 
"fr 


VVouldit thou wiſh morning 2 lingring for the | 


light 
Though B d-rid,but * poor Cymmerian night: 
Tiin; hen how thou wilt rofle thy reſtlefl: head, 
V Vhere «ve I:ſting burning is thy bed. 
Think rken | lay of their accurſt condition, 
V Vivic miſery thal have no imermiſſion; 
This > rh bitrer draftr,whoſe dire dicgs be 
The li;140f theſe woes, Erernity, 
Here I break oft, ſhould 1 proocedto tell 
V Vhat thou haſt loſt that were anuther Hell, 
- -E# ult;ma tailth 
Meta fureris adeſt, 


A gelimitng g:impſe of Heaven, 


HEaven ! Lord whar's thar > Is ir that hcap of 
rreaſure 

The worldling hugs ſo ? Or that ſweer of pleaſure 

*<So 1dolizd? Is ir that glorious pulte ' 

Of Honpur, where with men nere ſwell enuffe; 

Oris it beauty, whoſe Celeftiall fire, 

Blowes up that <Mtna of the worlds defirc? 

Lyes ir elſe in Revenge that ſweet, ſweet caſe, 

Of injuries ; Noe,noe, tis none of theſe, 

For wealth, alas ! hath wings, and allthe reſt 

Are vanity of vanity at beſt, 

VVhar ig it then? carths V Vide-ſtrearchr Canopie 

The glitrering ſurface of the ambient skic? 7 

Is ir the Sun? thar glorious globe of light 

Or his bright conſort, Expreſs of the night, 
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Noc,none of theſe, we muſt aſcend a ſphear 

Two (tories higher, then out eyes,and there 
0 chere this Heaven of heaven is, Bur firſt 7 
Er'c | can tell you, what it is, muſt dye, 


In vaine for Hcaven 1 darkling groap about, 


| |Ican not ſee'r, untill theſe eyes be our. 


"2 


Eyes have not fcen, nor hath mans morrall eare 
Heard of the joyes, the joycs of joyes are there, 
Nor hath it enter'd jnto ch” heart of man, 

Tis too anguſt, ah ! tis rooſmall a [pan 
\Toentertain'r, we wuſt perforce decline it, 


| Heaven were not Heayen, Could ficſh , and bloud 


dc fine it, 
| Grant, O my God, that I not being able 
To wade thus deep, make not Heaven ſeem afable, 
| Bur loc! the ſacred { pirit hcre, deſcends 
Unto our underſtanding,and conmends 


| | This inexprefſive paradiſe, and cven 


As it were by refic&tion ſhowes us Heaven., 
Which he a ſumpruous City calls, Builc on 
And by Chrift Jeſus the rrue corner ſtone, 
Nor made wich hands,the Cirty is foure ſquare, ; <1 
Eaſt, Weſt, Noith, South Gates Aquidiftant are, 
Length, height, breadrh,depth,do all conſpireto be- 
The uniforme of perfe& Symerrie, SITION 
Twclve garcs there are of moſt magnificent ſtare, 
Made of twelve Pearles, Of every Pearle.a Gate, 
And 2s twelve gates of twclye rich Pearles;ſo here; 
Twelve rich foundations, of twelve gemms,ap pears 
The Sardus,Saphir, and the Sardonix, 

The Topas, Faſper,and Zacynth are fix. 

The Beiill;Emerald,and Chalcedavite, 

Chryſopraſius, Ameihis,and Chryſolitez * 

ake up the four times three,whoſe ſparkling light 

Baniſh all poſlibility of might, 
The ſtately fircers,all along as ye paſſe, 

.Arc pav'd with Gold,tranſparent as pure plaſe, 
TÞ Through 
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Through which, the filycr ſtreames of life conyey 

Their Chriſtal Currents,whilſt in rich array, 

Oa either fide this glittering Tagus ſtind 

The rrees of life, whoſe boughs bow to the band, 

Therc*s neither Su , nor Moox in chat bright 
ſpheare, 

Hee that lent them their light himſclte ſhines 
there, 

There's none that watch , nor none that guard 

relic ves, | 

Whar need therc? ſince theres neither night, nor 
rheeves, 

Theres noarhing grieves, no being all amorr, 

Darkneſs and Death, arc ſtrangers in that Court, 

Envy, Backbiting, Malice, and Diſgrace, 

Sorrow and S$ckueſs, dwell notia that place, 

V Vithour are dogs, nothing rhat is unclcane 

Harh any part, in that Celeſt:all Scene, 

Bur Meckneſs, Faith,and joy, and Cordiall love, 

Such are the ſtarres, in that bright orþ that move, 

There they for ever feaſt their Eyes on thee, 

On whom one plance,crernall life would be. 

How ſhall I hope ſufhcicntly Vadwire 
Thoſe — powers,in thy Celeſt;all guire? 

Thoſe thouland thouſands that attend upon 
The radiant throne,of thy all glorious Sonne? 
Anzells, Archangels,Cherubins,and Thrones, 
Amazing Serapbins, and Dominions? 
Which in thy higheſt preſence allwayes fir, 
Enjoying happ'nefle next ro-infinire. 
Any of which deſcending frem his ſtory; 
Would ex ſtacy,and kill us with his glory. 

Mere cloſe your lids my daring eyes, leaſt: yoe, 
Where angells hide their faces, be roo freez: + 
Lord how [ reach,and roame r'uncurtaine heaven; 
Whilſt I am eveh of mige own iclt bercayen? 
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O rake | 
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0 rake theſe ferrers ! rake theſe clogs frem m*e; 
Take theſe ſcales from mine eyes , that I may ſce 
Thy rabernacle, Thy Hicruſalem; 

YVcl thou heayens Monarch, haſt prepar'd for 

them 

That love, and fcarethee: Ah me ! when ſhall 
Ccme and appeare before thy Majeſty? 

VVhere ere thou beeſt, let me bur ſee thy face; 
Vie azkno other heaven, no other place: 

If thou diſcend into th' abyſle below, 

My ſoulc ſhall wiſhno other heaven to know: 
VVhere thou att, heaven is ;*r13 not the reſort 
' Of Courticrs ; Bur the King, that makes the 
| Court, - 

Thus have [I raken paines, to ſhew ye that, 
VVhich is, I muſt confeſle, 1 know got wha? 


Means 


AMoor: *c 


| THis afrernoon I met the tribe of Gad, 
Running through Bedlam as they had been mad 
Shufling and ſhouldring at ſo ſtrange a rate, 
As if they ſtrove te enter the ſtrair gate, 
| VViththat ſecing the conflux of the rraine 
{-1could nor chooſe bur mak't Turne againe Lane, 
| And down the ſtream making my arn:es, my Oares 
I row'd to Moore fields, where 1 found more whores 
Gentle, and fimple, then a man could meet, 
Either in Turn ball,or in Turn up Street, 
Sattirg and Silk , and Peticoats brocado 
| Marcht liko an Amazonian armado, 
, | Furious as your French troops, ſcarce ere a wench 
* F Bur by her out fide , ſhew her infide French, 
LIK - 
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Some zealous Gitt'zens ſh:w their wivcs , 
thateyen 

By buiag Cuckolds, rhey mighr gohcaven, 

It made inc laugh to ſee their ſweeping rtrailes 

In ſpicc of Barbars putf-s, powder thcir tails. 

- O how the leacherous duſt did vaughr/and riſe 

Twixt the croflc Chcvernes of their foaming 

thighs, 

So light were they, fo given tothe Tx 

V Vhart men would ner,the very winds took vp. 

VVita that iaid 1, now too too well perceiye l, 

Y arc not the tribe of Ga4 alone, Bur Levi, 

Mcane while the trees in ſuch even order grow, 

They ſcem'd a ſecond Patcy noſtey row, 

They rail in-graffe- plot as a ſpacious ſhop 

Ot Summer weeds for Viigins was [et ope. 

And .any gatlants came trom out the rowne 

Thirher,ro give their Ladics a green-Gowne. 

Here iz greac wraſtling, Buycs, and men , and all 

And here and there a wom in takes a tall : 

Ventzr on which you rm wy you like, 


If you from men,to women be departers, 

You ſhall nor faile-ro meet them in the quarters, 
Ahd rherefore if your purpoſe thar way ſtand 

© Goe-fre tor them , when you can tlec your hand 
© Andts your work(my fiicnd)tis Country play 

> Nor by the belr bur felr, catch that carch may, 

7 Be nor diſcourag'd for the duskie night 

Bee*c nere ſo dark, Ie warrant you a light, 


you, 


Know then they ſayle cl iſe by che Wind mil trike, | 


*” More of Myoye-fields if you defite te know,' 
128 Faith I haye ta'ne wy rurnce; And ſomulſt 
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Upon the Sickneſs , and recov2ry of 
a faire and fairely prow!, ed 


B* hadſt thou Death ſuch hopes alive, 
Thy ſure could ever thrive, 
In flattring her 
T her Sepulher, 
From her approaching bridall bed, 
Alas!thy hopes are dead, 
Dead as thy ſelfe 
Unweleome clfe, 
But would you faine foreſtall, forſooth 
The lweers of bloomy yourh? 
Your ſurs is cold 
| :* "And you too bold, 
Suſh:e ir long time hence that thou ; 
Bath in her aged ſnow, * 
Couldſt thou her ſen 
| To thy dark bed? 
Her orient Eye would ſhoot a ray 
Should make thy midnight day; 
As though the 5nn ” | 
Did thither run, ':n> £8 
And all his rutilous Jewclls {cr Y.0 
In that cloſe Cabiner. 
Then ſhould mourni n 
Sce joyes morning, 
'Thea paleſt aſhes ſhould revive 
| And Dcarh be. made alive. , 
_ VVhilit we,blingiwee, 
It wee would lee, 
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Mutt all our Iight Cymmerian like, 
From flintic boſomes ſtrike; 
Burthanks ro Heayen, 
Death isbereayen: 
Th* Eclipſe is paſt,and beaurics +lighr 
Ha's baniſhrt dead of night. 
See, {ce the-loye, 
; Of heaven aboye, 
” For wcehave here Gods bleflings gor 
| And the warme Sun to beor, 
O let us now... 
Low as caith.bow;,, _. 
And gratefall ſaerificts-give,;. .. 
Tohim that here ſaid,ler her live, 


—_ —— — _— — — —— 


Toa Gentleman deftriag. mee t» write a 
Paper of: Horſes nporÞ7r fitting . 
whilſt the Painter, was 
drawing h1s Picture. 


Nd Poet roo? muſt you your bee ſce 
At filenr, and in ſpeaking paoebe?,” - 

I could admit this double tas in'taſe i 
You had like Zanys too doubt ad 
Say, is it your deſire? whilft be'ddcs take 
Your ſuperficiall ligeamenrs, Iſhould make 
Your vertucs image? 1s it this 'you ws 1 
I muſt like Momus have a"Calcmienttheo.”. 
Or feare you men will 'fay yau' are a, creazure, 
Narcſs:s like in loyewith'yourown' Katyre? 
And therefore have the Prihre;*to'þtodute, 
© Acolour : And the Poet an excuſc:, 
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Come. be.ady iſ'd by mce, gp ro yaur wifey 

He warrant you your Picture ro the, life. 

Hete 'you compoſe your countenance, And ſer, 
Whilt't may be (hee's drawing your counterfeit, 
Come the true way of livcly like commanding 
Is never done dy firung, Butby Randing . 


| ;  Perſ—— Piftoribus atque Poets 
Ouiadlibet andiend; ſemper fuit equi poteſtas. 
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To an impudent Scold that perpetnally haunts 
- beer Husband, and not erty abuſeth 
him but What ſcever Cons 
pany 45 with him. 


Oman (butmay I call the ſo, and not 
Forfeit thar little judgment 7 have gor? 
Is tnot enough y'are uglic, but beſide 
Your ill ſhape you muſt be ill quality'd? 
I had ſuppoſ's that ſuch a'one as you © * 
Whole facea winning feature never knew 
A woman (if that appellation may 
Be yet allow'd)made of the courſeſt clay: 
And of a fabrick ſo imperfect as'r 
Is well concluded nature was in haſt, 
I had ſuppol'd 1 ſay, that ſuch a brute, 4 
Had caute more then enough ro have been mute” 
Ar leaſt ſhee ſhould if ſhee had filence broke, 
With Ralams Aﬀe bur once,and wiſely ſpoke, 
Bur you unlock rhe thunder of your yoice, 
And rwenty Irpn Mills make notmore noyſe/ 
| VVhen you begin the clamour of your prate $. 
» You make the rabulous rour at Billing -gate,”.. - 
£73. Ze G3 Mare 
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\ Mite as their Fiſh; VVere you my wife forſooth, 
& 1 ſhould lockup the Barn-doores of yc ur mouth, Ih 
” Or ferret-like,low't up, 'My wife ſaid 1? Ar 
Sme Planer fiſt diſp:ch me frem the 5Vie. wW 
Ide ranſack beds of clay, and light upon 
The Devillin a new fal Inc ſceleton, 
Or what in man, or Hells invention wcaſ.: is 
Them think of the, Ot rhee thou curſe of Curics, 
O wretch thy Husband, O infortunarte. 
 1drowne mine Eyes in ſorrow for his fate . 
I inde inſtory an inchanted Laſſe 
All day a Haggc: All night an angell was 
His luck poor man is worlc, for mecting you 
Hee's haunted with a Hagge day and night too 
For when abroad in this ſad plighr he g ocs 
Seeking ſom? corner to unbceaſt hi s woes; - 
You toiiow him hot feor, and rang e about 
Beating all buſhes cill you finde him our, 
Ar.d when hee once bur in your fight appeares, 
You [pend, And with full cry confound his eares, 
And eurs too, who admire what you inten d him 
V Vherher to bait him,or to appr chend him, 
Tims like A#co: with affcights:hedg'd reund 
H.e flyes the furie of his owne feirce hound, 
We know your language you Tarrarian whore 
Thar uſe ro play bo-p:zep ac Tavern dore. 
P<aking for pimping rafcalls, and when ere 
Yon feare diſcovery, wiat*s my Husband here: 
Thus you obſtreperous ſtrum pt, Thus you muſt 
Make your poore Hus band cloak for you; baſe luft, 
Come, come,rthe proverb yer did never failc, 
They thar are quick of rongue ,are quick of raile, 
And 1 tbo plainly ſee,(though 1 am loth | 
To b e too fublick) you are quick of both. | 
»He blaſt you with contcmpr if ere you ecme 
"$0725 for Husband henceforth in wy rocme, " 
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And teare your tongue from roofe and roots if efe 
I heare againe, What is my Husband here, 
And to the Company” ſpeak a word unmeer 
Wee?l kick you thiough the Gantler of our feer, 
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